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This  ^Annual  is  respectfully  dedicated  to  the 
memory  of  the  late  Dr.  E.  B.  Taul,  LL.D. , 
Principal  Emeritus  of  "Victoria  College 
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Most  of  the  students  now  at  Victoria  College  have 
not  known  Dr.  Paul.  His  great  qualities  were,  for  them, 
no  more  than  phrases;  and  it  must  seem  to  them  that  they 
do  not  come  under  his  influence.  But  they  do.  His  per- 
sonality set  its  impress  on  Victoria  College  and  he  lives 
there — not  in  the  ways  that  can  be  defined,  but  in  that 
vital  and  intangible  thing  which  is  the  spirit  of  the  place. 
Much  of  that  which  is  really  excellent  in  the  College  will 
always  be  owing  to  Dr.  Paul's  activities. 

And  this  is  true  of  other  institutions  in  Victoria  and 
elsewhere  in  the  Province,  and  of  many  individuals  not 
connected  with  these  institutions.  A  host  of  people  are  a 
little  different,  a  little  better,  because  Dr.  Paul  lived. 

The  greatest  lessons  are  the  indirect  ones;  those  which 
are  not  the  controlled  result  of  scholarship,  but  the  uncon- 
scious influence  of  a  person  who  is  superior.  All  who  met 
Dr.  Paul  recognized  his  superiority  and,  because  his  superi- 
ority was  of  a  very  special  sort,  they  responded  to  him 
with  the  best  they  had  in  both  mind  and  heart.  His  life, 
though  he  would  be  the  last  one  to  say  so,  was  a  benedic- 
tion and  a  triumph. 

JEANETTE  A.  Cann 
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ACCORDING  to  Dr.  Alexis  Carrel,  a  high  authority 
in  such  matters,  the  human  body  has,  during  the 
course  of  ages,  developed  astonishing  ability  to  resist  un- 
usual stresses  such  as  those  arising  from  excessive  heat  or 
cold,  prolonged  hunger,  overwork,  worry  and  many  others. 

These  adaptive  functions  are  an  integral  part  of  the 
general  response  of  the  body  to  its  physical  environment ; 
hence  luxurious  living  results  in  rapid  physical  degenera- 
tion of  the  individual  and  of  the  race.  No  bodily  function 
can  be  neglected  without  damage  to  the  whole. 

It  is  apparent  from  the  inherent  characteristics  of  the 
body  that  we  are  called  to  a  life  of  vigorous  effort,  of 
strain  and  of  hardship.    This  is  a  law  of  nature. 

The  great  explorers  of  such  matters  assure  us  that  this 
law  holds  also  in  the  spiritual  realm.  The  pursuit  of 
pleasure,  the  refusal  to  face  pain,  grief  and  disaster  tend 
strongly  to  disintegration  of  the  personality  and  to  spirit- 
ual death. 

If  we  keep  these  facts  before  us  they  may  help  us  to 
accept  experience  in  all  its  aspects.  We  shall  be  without 
fear  or  resentment  knowing  that  ease  is  the  way  of  death 
and  that  pain  is  the  pathway  to  understanding  and  life. 


Principal. 
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P.  H.  ELLIOTT,  PRINCIPAL;  Associate  Profes- 
sor of  Science.  Mr.  Elliott  received  his  elementary 
training  at  Chatsworth,  Ontario,  from  where  he  went 
to  Owen  Sound  Collegiate  Institute.  He  graduated 
from  McGill  University  with  a  B.Sc.  and  took  post- 
graduate work  at  University  of  Chicago. 

From  1908  to  1916  Mr.  Elliott  had  charge  of 
Chemistry  and  Physics  at  Victoria  College;  from  1916 
to  1920  he  was  in  the  Physics  Department  at  U.  B.  C, 
and  since  1920  has  been  back  in  Victoria  College. 

Mr.  Elliott's  merits  as  a  teacher  are  amply  proved 
by  the  success  of  his  science  students  in  the  larger  uni- 
versities where  they  continue  their  studies.  However, 
he  is  renowned  also  for  his  digressions  upon  life  in  general  and  the  weaknesses  of 
human  nature  in  particular. 


bined  with  his  scholarship 
members  of  the  staff. 


E.  S.  FARR.  B.A..  LL.B. ;  Assistant  Professor  of 
History  and  Economics.  On  his  own  admission,  Mr. 
Farr  was  born  during  the  nineteenth  century  some- 
where near  Toronto,  Ont.  The  scene  now  becomes 
definite.  Not  content  with  a  B.  A.  from  Toronto, 
Mr.  Farr  went  back  for  his  LL.B.  Then  followed 
teaching  in  the  Prairie  Provinces,  which  culminated  in 
an  Inspectorship  in  Northern  Alberta.  Mr.  Farr  de- 
serted pedagogy  for  a  year  to  become  Inspector  of  Law 
Offices,  but  soon  returned  to  his  real  metier. 
He  taught  at  V.  H.  S.  from  1921-24.  com- 
ing thence  to  Victoria  College.  Mr.  Farr  has  taken 
an  active  and  valuable  interest  in  the  I.  R.  S.  and  the 
S.  C.  M.  The  quiet  gentlemanliness  of  his  bearing  com- 
and  humor  makes  him  one  of  the  most  valued  and  liked 


J.  A.  CUNNINGHAM,  B.A.;  Registrar  and  As- 
sistant Professor  of  Biology  and  Zoology.  Mr.  Cun- 
ningham shatters  all  those  illusions  about  the  biologist 
never  being  a  success  at  business.  The  office  and  the 
lab.  both  run  with  a  smoothness  which  does  credit 
to  the  organizer  behind  them.  Mr.  Cunningham 
was  educated  at  Victoria  High  and  College  when 
the  latter  was  affiliated  with  McGill.  Then,  as 
Principal  of  Boys'  Central  School,  he  took  most  of 
his  University  work  extra-murally  and  in  summer 
sessions  only  going  to  Queens  to  get  his  B.  A. 
Then  he  taught  in  Boys'  Central,  Victoria  High,  and 
Victoria  College.  Affectionately  called  "Tiger"  Cun- 
ningham by  his  friends  he  is  exceedingly  well-liked  by 
all  who  come  in  contact  with  him.  The  nick-name  doesn't  mean  a  thing,  because 
Mr.  Cunningham  likes  to  meet  students  on  their  own  footing  and  help  them. 
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MISS  JEANETTE  A.  CANN,  B.L.;  Assistant 
Professor  of  English  and  Psychology.  Miss  Cann 
graduated  with  honours  in  philosophy  from  the  worst 
easterly  and  second  oldest  university  in  Canada,  Dal- 
housie.  After  teaching  a  year  in  Nova  Scotia,  she 
taught  in  Victoria  High  School  and  "'Victoria  Col- 
lege" of  McGill  University,  then  in  our  own  College, 
taking  post-graduate  work  for  three  summers  at  Co- 
lumbia University. 

Miss  Cann  has  always  taken  more  than  an  active 
interest  in  all  literary  affairs  both  inside  and  outside 
College.    She  helps  the  Literary-Arts  Society  and  the 
Annual  Board,  and  has  proved  to  be  invaluable  to 
both.    Many  students  have  passed  through  her  classes  and  many  have  made  a  mark 
for  themselves  in  the  literary  world.     We  are  sure  that  part  of  their  thanks  are 
due  to  Miss  Cann. 


MISS  H.  R.  HUMPHREY,  M.A.;  Assistant  Pro- 
fessor of  English.  To  this  year's  freshman  class, 
Miss  Humphrey  is  as  yet  unknown,  as  she  is  tour- 
ing Africa  on  a  year's  leave-of-absence.  It  is  ex- 
pected that  she  will  return  next  term  ready  to  tell  of 
many  interesting  experiences.  After  graduating  from 
Mt.  Allison  University  in  New  Brunswick,  Miss 
Humphrey  spent  two  profitable  years  at  Oxford, 
which  she  left  with  honours  in  English.  Before  com- 
ing to  Victoria  College,  she  taught  in  Scotland  for  a 
short  time.  Her  scholastic  career  has  been  brilliant, 
and  because  of  this  and  her  personality  and  popularity, 
Victoria  College  is  proud  to  have  her  on  the  staff. 
We  print  elsewhere  in  the  Annual  an  article  written  by  Miss  Humphrey  while 
touring  Africa. 


G.  P.  BLACK,  M.A.;  Assistant  Professor  of 
Classics.  Mr.  Black  comes  from  County  Tyrone, 
Ireland.  He  received  his  academic  training  at  the 
University  of  Manitoba,  graduating  from  there  with 
first-class  honours  and  the  University  Gold  Medal 
for  first  place  in  the  honours  classics  course.  In  1920 
Mr.  Black  came  to  British  Columbia  as  Vice-Principal 
of  South  Burnaby  High  School,  and  has  been  with 
Victoria  College  since  1  929.  His  somewhat  austere 
bearing  is  constantly  betrayed  to  all  who  know  him 
by  an  irrepressible  sense  of  humour.  The  excellence 
of  his  scholarship,  his  enthusiasm  for  his  subjects  and 
his  unflagging  efficient  teaching,  both  during  and 
outside  scheduled  lectures  are,  and  will  remain,  a  continual  source  of  inspiration 
for  those  to  whom  the  study  of  a  language  is  something  more  than  three  credits. 
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MME.  SANDERSON-MONGIN,  DIPLOMEE 
PARIS;  Assistant  Professor  of  French.  We  feel  some 
temerity  in  attempting  to  write  a  short  biography  of 
so  intriguing  a  character.  However,  we  can  but  start 
in  the  approved  manner:  Madame  was  born  near  the 
Plateau  de  Langres,  France.  She  received  her  educa- 
tion in  Paris.  Then  followed  a  two-year  period  of 
varied  experiences  in  England,  among  which  were  art 
classes  (the  effects  you  will  have  noticed  in  various 
blackboard  sketches)  and  elocution  classes.  Madame 
then  went  back  for  a  year's  study  in  a  small  "lycee  de 
jeunes  filles".  After  attending  the  Sorbonne  and  tak- 
ing a  Cours  de  Pedagogic  she  had  her  work  inter- 
rupted for  a  time  by  ill-health,  so  went  to  the  Gold  Coast  for  a  holiday. 

Madame  has  been  decorated  by  the  French  Government  (Officier  d'Academie) 
for  language  propaganda  work  and  Red  Cross  work.  And,  now,  what  shall  we 
say  of  her  unfailing  fount  of  humour,  her  excellent  aim  with  chalk  and  the  af- 
fection she  inspires  in  all  who  know  her? — just  that  if  anyone  can  teach  French 
or  make  our  year  at  College  enjoyable,  it  is  she. 


R.  T.  D.  WALLACE,  B.A.;  Assistant  Professor 
of  Mathematics.  Mr.  Wallace  is  another  very  cogent 
argument  in  favor  of  local  products.  He  received  his 
early  education  at  George  Jay  and  V.  H.  S.,  going 
thence  to  Victoria  College  and  P.  N.  S.,  Victoria.  Fol- 
lowing this  he  taught  near  Kamloops  and  at  Duncan. 
After  his  second  year  at  U.  B.  C.  Mr.  Wallace  taught 
for  a  year  at  V.  H.  S.,  from  there  going  back  to 
IT.  B.  C.  to  complete  his  course  with  first-class  hon- 
ours. He  again  taught  at  V.  H.  S.  for  a  year,  and 
then  joined  the  staff  of  Victoria  College.  Besides 
knowing  all  the  answers  in  Mathematics,  he  knows 
the  batting  averages  of  all  big  league  baseball  players, 
the  leaders  in  the  hockey  leagues,  a  great  many  Rugby  players  and  the  chances  of 
certain  members  of  the  Annual  Board  getting  through  their  Math,  courses.  We 
are  not  attempting  bribery  when  we  say  he  is  a  "regular  fellow." 


E.  J.  SAVANNAH.  A.B..  S.B.;  Instructor  in 
Chemistry.  Mr.  Savannah  is  another  man,  born  and 
raised  in  Victoria,  who  has  returned  to  his  home- 
town to  spend  his  time  in  an  evil-smelling  lab.  He 
confesses  that  at  Boys'  Central  School  Mr.  Cunning- 
ham, who  was  his  principal,  strapped  him  more 
often  than  any  other  teacher  has  ever  done.  At 
Victoria  High  School,  Mr.  Elliott  and  Miss  Cann 
were  two  of  his  teachers.  He  then  went  to  Wash- 
ington, and  later  to  Berkeley,  California,  where  he 
received  his  A.B.  and  S.B.  During  the  war  he  did 
research  work  in  gases  and  coal  bi-products.  He  has 
worked  as  chemist  for  C.  I.  L.  and  various  jam  fac- 
tories, where  he  made  jam  with  a  personal  touch.  This  touch  was  perspiration. 
Besides  being  a  chemist,  Mr.  Savannah  is  an  expert  photographer,  and  an  inven- 
tor of  ability,  with  several  patents  and  processes  on  the  market. 
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SYDNEY  G.  PETTIT,  B.A.;  Librarian  and  In- 
structor in  History.  This  year  we  have  the  pleasure 
of  welcoming  Mr.  Pettit  as  the  latest  addition  to  the 
College  staff.  Mr.  Pettit  received  his  academic  train- 
ing at  Victoria  College,  U.  B.  C.  and  P.  N.  S., 
Victoria.  Mr.  Pettit's  name  is  no  stranger  to  this 
type  of  publication,  for  he  edited  both  the  College  and 
Normal  Annuals.  He  was  also  President  of  the  Letters 
Club  at  U.  B.  C.  Mr.  Pettit  graduated  in  1  93  6  with 
first-class  honours  and  the  John  and  Annie  Southcott 
research  scholarship.  He  remained  with  the  Depart- 
ment of  History  at  U.  B.  C.  during  1936-7.  He  has 
taught  at  Lumby  Superior  and  South  Fort  George 
Schools.  A  good  deal  of  the  success  attendant  on  the  Players'  Club  production, 
"Eden  End,"  is  due  to  Mr.  Pettit's  able  and  untiring  interest  in  the  Club. 


MISS  R.  E.  FIELDS,  B.A.;  Assistant  in  Biology 
and  Zoology.  Miss  Fields  attended  Victoria  High 
School  and  College  and  graduated  from  the  Faculty  of 
Arts  at  U.  B.  C.  After  taking  a  post-graduate  course 
at  the  University  of  California  she  returned  to  Vic- 
toria and  has  spent  the  last  four  years  at  the  labora- 
tory across  the  playing-fields.  It  is  mainly  those  who 
take  biology  or  zoology  who  get  the  chance  to  find 
out  what  a  fine  teacher  and  willing  helper  Miss  Fields 
really  is.  Her  work  in  promoting  better  housing  con- 
ditions at  Victoria  College  has  endeared  her  to  all  the 
co-eds;  for  proof  of  her  popularity  with  the  opposite 
sex  witness  the  size  of  the  Biology  classes. 

MRS.  CHAPPELL,  Assistant  Registrar.  A  wit 
once  defined  the  term  "college  bred"  as  a  "four  years' 
loaf".  Of  course  the  only  element  of  truth  in  the 
matter  is  the  question  of  the  leaven.  Here  indeed  we 
have  a  potent  ingredient;  and  we  do  not  refer  entirely 
to  the  efficient  performance  of  the  duties  of  Assistant- 
Registrar.  Airs.  Chappell  is  the  ambassador-at-large 
and  the  short-stop  to  whom  we  owe  so  much.  She 
can  do  almost  anything  for  anybody,  be  it  an  analysis 
of  the  latest  novel,  a  helping  hand  through  the  prob- 
lems of  student  life  or  a  very  shrewd  bit  of  advice  on 
the  best  career  to  follow.  Mrs.  Chappell  was  born  in 
Vancouver,  and  educated  at  St.  Ann's  Academy  and 
Miss  Gordon's  School.  Since  she  has  been  employed  at 
the  College  she  has  shown  us  that  she  is  as  much  at  home  with  interior  decoration 
and  other  artistic  fields  as  she  is  with  the  exacting  requirements  of  buisness. 

MISS  RENA  V.  GRANT,  B.A.;  Substitute  Professor  of  English.  Throughout 
the  past  year  Miss  Grant  has  ably  filled  the  position  of  English  Instructor  during 
Miss  Humphrey's  absence.  On  behalf  of  the  student  body  we  take  this  opportunity 
of  saying  hail  and  farewell  to  Miss  Grant,  and  express  the  hope  that  she  may  some 
day  be  on  the  permanent  teaching  staff  of  the  College. 
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A  fairies'  castle  !  spired  true  to  the  fanciful  style 

With  its  stiff  upstraight  spires;  buttressed  indeed 
With  a  random  symmetry:  an  obstinate  pile, 

Built  and  mortared  by  men's  hand,  but  itself  it  freed 
And  arrogantly  determined  a  soul  of  its  own, 

But  all  through  the  day  must  it  grudgingly  submit 
To  be  overrun  by  a  riotous  legion  of  apes  half-grown 

Gallivanting  through  corridors  with  noisy,  garrulous  wit. 


GoUea 


But  with  the  day's  happy  decline,  the  troublesome  sprites  desist 
And  depart  with  the  curse,  leaving  their  host  to  much-needed  tryst 
With  his  soul,  a  sad,  sweet,  melancholy  recompense. 
Then,  maybe,  as  his  granity  garrets,  with  a  redness  intense, 
Reiterate  the  westering  sun.  I  climb  to  my  old  friend's  side 
And  slowly  pace  the  marbled,  pillared  promenade, 
(A  reincarnated  peripatetic,  I  ! )  and  silently  confide 
In  him:  in  sublimest  harmony  two  earthworn  souls  mount  up  to 
God. 
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WITH  the  publication  of  this  Annual,  we,  the  members 
of  the  Second  Year,  realize  that  our  stay  at  Victoria 
College  is  ended.  We  are  pleased  of  course  that  the  first 
stage  in  our  education  is  completed,  and  yet  we  are  sorry 
to  sever  the  pleasant  connections  made  in  the  past  two 
years. 

The  value  of  our  studies  is  not  to  be  found  in  the 
actual  knowledge  we  have  gained.  The  important  thing 
is  that  we  are  learning  how  to  study,  and  to  appreciate 
some  of  the  finer  things  in  life.  Apart  from  actual  lectures, 
extra-curricular  activities  have  been  a  source  of  pleasure 
and  instruction.  Those  of  us  who  have  been  in  executive 
positions  realize  that  it  has  been  a  splendid  opportunity, 
and  will  find  this  experience  valuable  in  later  years. 

To  the  long-suffering  Faculty,  we  express  our  thanks 
and  appreciation  for  the  encouragement  and  guidance 
shown  to  us  during  the  past  two  years,  at  Victoria  College, 
and  though  we  may  be  forgotten  we  will  not  forget. 

William  Petrie 
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The  Students'  Council  feels  that,  owing  to  the  whole-hearted  co-operation 
of  the  entire  student  body,  the  year  1  937-3  8  has  been,  in  every  way,  most  suc- 
cessful for  the  College. 

We  would  like  Miss  Grant  to  know  how  much  we  have  appreciated  having 
her  with  us  in  the  absence  of  Miss  Humphrey,  and  we  wish  to  extend  a  hearty 
welcome  to  Mr.  Pettit  on  his  appointment  as  librarian  and  instructor  of  history. 

One  of  the  most  successful  enterprises  this  year  was  the  furnishing  of  the 
Women's  Commons  Room  and  the  refurnishing  of  the  old  one.  The  Council 
is  glad  to  have  thq  opportunity  of  thanking  Miss  Fields  and  Mrs.  Chappell, 
and  all  those  girls  who  gave  up  so  much  time  to  giving  these  two  rooms  the 
home-like  atmosphere  they  have  now. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  fall  term,  the  second  year  women,  led  by  the  girls 
of  the  Council,  entertained  the  freshettes  to  tea  in  order  to  help  them  become 
acquainted  with  the  College  before  lectures  began.  The  Council  hopes  that 
this  experiment  will  be  repeated  in  following  years. 

A  most  successful  Varsity  Invasion  was  held  early  in  the  spring  term,  and  we 
hope  that  this  tradition  will  be  continued  in  the  future. 

The  Players'  Club  this  year  presented  "Eden  End,"  by  J.  B.  Priestley.  Its 
great  success  was  due  to  the  untiring  work  of  Miss  Combe,  the  director;  Mr. 
Pettit,  and  all  the  hard-worked  members  of  the  Players'  Club. 

The  Publication  Board  deserves  congratulations,  for  they  have  spent  a 
great  deal  of  time  and  trouble  to  make  this  annual  even  better  than  it  has  been 
in  previous  years. 

This  year's  Students'  Council  want  to  congratulate  the  1  938-39  Council 
and  to  wish  them  every  success  in  the  coming  year. 
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It  is  the  earnest  hope  of  every  Publications  Board  to  publish  an  Annual 
that  is  different — one  which  has  a  personality  of  its  own.  This  is  an  ex- 
tremely difficult  task  because  so  many  ideas  have  been  tried  before.  This 
year  we  have  more  or  less  kept  to  the  form  instituted  last  year,  a  fact  which 
needs  no  explaining.  There  are  certain  differences,  however,  and  we  hope  they 
prove  acceptable  to  all.  After  overcoming  tremendous  resistance,  we  persuaded 
the  Faculty  that  the  students  are  interested  in  them  as  human  beings  rather 
than  professors  of  various  subjects.  The  result  is  we  have  a  personal  write-up 
of  each  member  of  the  Faculty.  These  write-ups  set  forth  the  academic  train- 
ing necessary  to  attain  a  position  in  such  an  institution  as  this,  and  they  also 
endeavor  to  show  the  personal  attributes  which  have  made  the  individual  so 
successful.  Perhaps  these  will  act  as  models  upon  which  the  students  will 
shape  their  course.  If  so,  success  is  assured,  both  for  the  student  and  this  An- 
nual. 


The  Students'  Council,  during  the  past  year,  has  endeavored  to  introduce 
something  new  and  successful  into  its  activities.  It  succeeded  in  doing  this 
when  it  instituted  the  Awards  Banquet,  which  has  functioned  this  year  as  a 
token  of  the  Council's  gratitude  to  all  students  who  have  participated  in 
extra-curricular  work  and  relieved  the  Council  of  a  tremendous  burden.  The 
large  number  at  the  banquet  was  indicative  of  the  enthusiasm  and  spirit  prevalent 
in  the  College  this  past  year.  Perhaps  in  the  future  this  banquet  will  become  a 
function  open  to  all  students,  showing  that  all  students  had  taken  an  active 
part  in  College  life.      It  is  something  to  strive  for. 


The  Council  elections  this  year,  contrary  to  tradition  in  this  College,  de- 
veloped into  a  hectic  campaign  between  Bruce  Mickleburgh  and  John  Meredith. 
It  is  too  soon  to  say  that  the  best  man  won,  but  Meredith  has  the  makings  of  a 
good  president.  He  is  quiet  yet  determined,  well-read  and  a  deep  thinker,  so 
that  although  we  look  for  no  great  changes,  we  feel  certain  of  a  successful 
year  ahead.  Jack  Williams  is  another  quiet  but  energetic  man  who  should 
find  the  handling  of  finances  very  easy  for  him.  Jacqueline  Tweed  and  Aimee 
Heddle  have  an  enviable  record  of  achievement  in  their  High  Schools  and  in 
College,  and  will  prove  well-suited  to  their  respective  positions. 


This  year  "The  Craigdarroch"  is  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  a  man  who 
has  done  so  much  for  education  in  this  Province  that  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  do  his  memory  justice.  Dr.  E.  B.  Paul,  Principal  Emeritus  of  Victoria  Col- 
lege, will  long  be  remembered  as  an  outstanding  figure  in  the  educational  field; 
and  many  of  our  foremost  citizens  of  British  Columbia  heard  with  regret  of 
the  passing  of  a  life  which  had  done  so  much  to  assist  them.  To  the  end, 
Dr.  Paul  took  an  active  interest  in  the  affairs  of  Victoria  College,  and  it  is 
fitting  that  we  of  the  College  are  able  to  pay  a  lasting  tribute  to  a  true  friend 
of  education. 
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Editorial  [continued] 

As  a  graduate  of  the  Faculty  of  Arts  at  Aberdeen  University,  Dr.  Paul, 
after  a  term  of  diplomatic  service  in  Japan,  came  to  British  Columbia,  where 
he  taught  at  Lillooet,  Nanaimo,  and  Esquimalt.  He  then  held  the  post  of 
Principal  of  Victoria  High  School  for  sixteen  years,  following  which  he  was 
School  Inspector  for  another  twelve.  Finally,  in  1920.  Dr.  Paul  was  appointed 
first  Principal  of  Victoria  College,  a  position  which  he  held  until  his  retire- 
ment. 

Dr.  Paul  was  an  authority  on  the  classics,  mathematics,  literature,  and 
sciences,  and  many  honors  were  conferred  upon  him  for  his  work  in  these  fields. 
He  was  honored  with  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Law  by  both  his  Alma  Mater  and 
the  University  of  British  Columbia.  Following  his  retirement,  with  honours, 
from  active  work  at  Victoria  College,  he  was  designated  Principal  Emeritus  of 
the  institution. 

Victoria  College  suffered  its  greatest  loss  with  the  passing  of  a  man  who 
had  given  his  life  to  making  himself  proficient  in  everything  he  attempted. 
It  is  such  a  man  who  acts  as  an  inspiration  to  all  who  come  in  contact  with 
him,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  his  memory  will  ever  be  a  guiding  star  towards 
which  all  students  may  aim. 

Editor. 


IN  MEMORIAM 

ROBERT  BROCK  LA  POINTE 

(Victoria  College,  1933-36) 
Killed  in  England,  April  7,  1938 
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Players  Club 


On  October  18th,  1  937,  the  Players' 
«.  I      Club    elected    the    following  executive: 

^^f^^k        ^f^WL,  President,  Joyce  Harvey;  Secretary,  Mar- 

—~  *T       I  ~>        mf  garet  Stewart;  Treasurer,  Michael  Brand. 

*        1  '  Mr.  Pettit  was  chosen  as  Honorary  Presi- 

*  .  dent.    The  Club  enjoyed  an  exceptionally 

jk        f      successful  year,  due  in  great  part  to  the 
-lf«X'\  work  of  Mr.  Pettit.     It  was  decided  to 

put  on  "Eden  End,"  by  J.  B.  Priestley, 
and  Miss  Vivien  Combe  was  obtained  as 
director.  From  the  beginning  of  Novem- 
ber Miss  Combe  and  the  cast  worked  extremely  hard  at  rehearsals  and,  during  the 
last  few  weeks  extra  ones  were  held  almost  nightly,  which  meant  that  these  people 
gave  up  most  of  their  spare  time.  It  was  certainly  through  their  willing  co- 
operation that  the  play  was  such  a  fine  success.  Miss  Beverley  Prescott  was 
chosen  as  business  manager  and,  with  the  assistance  of  the  treasurer,  very  capably 
handled  the  financial  end  of  the  play.  Also  on  the  business  committee  were: 
Miss  June  McAllister,  Mr.  Pat.  Paterson  and  Mr.  W.  Van  Houten,  who  were  of 
great  assistance  in  seeing  to  the  printing  and  advertising.  Miss  A.  Heddle,  at 
the  head  of  the  committee  for  costumes,  did  a  very  fine  job  of  getting  together 
the  somewhat  difficult  clothes  for  the  play.  Mr.  Dave  Brousson  as  head  of  the 
props,  department,  Mr.  Mel  Hughes  as  stage  manager  and  Mr.  Takahashi  as  elec- 
trician, along  with  the  other  members  of  these  committees,  must  be  complimented 
on  the  splendid  job  they  did  of  the  stage  settings,  which  were  so  necessary  to  the 
success  of  the  play.  Mr.  Fraser  Lister  very  kindly  directed  the  make-up  of  the 
cast,  and  Miss  Ann  Hughes  and  Miss  Valentine  Harlock  also  helped  in  this 
capacity. 

The  play  was  presented  in  the  High  School  Auditorium  on  the  evenings  of 
March  11th  and  12th,  and  was  a  great  success,  both  artistically  and  financially, 
although  expenses  were  heavy.     A  profit  of  approximately  $30.00  was  realized. 

Secretary, 

Margaret  Stewart. 


Students  Christian  Movement 

"You  may  choose  your  world  like  a  con- 
noisseur, 
And  polish  it  up  with  art, 
But  the  world  that  sways  and  stirs  and 
stays 

Is  the  world  that  comes  from  the  heart." 

The    Students'    Christian  Movement 
has  had  ample  opportunity  this  year  to 
prove  these  words  as  they  listened  every 
Friday  noon  to  the  interesting  and  varied 
programmes  sponsored  by  the  Society. 
Mr.  Bob  Tillman,  joint  secretary  of  U.  B.  C.  and  Victoria  College  S.  C.  M., 
spoke  on  "Twentieth  Century  Christianity";  Dr.  W.  E.  Harper,  of  the  Do- 
minion Astrophysical  Observatory,  spoke  on  "Astronomy  and  the  Bible";  Mr. 
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Forrester.  Western-Canadian  I.  S.  C.  F.  and  Varsity  Union  Secretary,  gave  an 
inspirational  address  on  "Taking  Christ  As  the  Foundation  of  Our  Lives"; 
Dr.  Singh  presented  the  claims  of  India  for  Dominion  status;  Mr.  Phil.  Beatty, 
National  S.  C.  M.  Secretary,  brought  news  of  the  S.  C.  M.  work  on  the  other 
campuses;  the  messages  of  Mr.  Peterson  and  Walter  Kallenbach,  blind  scholar, 
proved  to  be  equally  earnest  and  sincere. 

Mr.  Alex  Hall  very  capably  led  a  study-group  during  the  year  on  "The  Life 
of  Christ." 

Our  President,  Bruce  Mickleburgh,  was  one  of  the  delegates  to  the  National 
S.  C.  M.  Conference  in  Winnipeg  during  the  Christmas  holidays. 

An  enjoyable  social  evening  was  spent  at  the  College  when  Mr.  Beverly  Oaten, 
National  Secretary  of  the  S.  C.  M.,  addressed  the  gathering.  Mr.  Bob  Tillman 
also  spoke  a  few  words. 

Twas  the  night  of  November  the  5th  that  the  College  students  and  faculty 
entered  a  haunted  castle  bestrewn  with  bones,  corpses  and  ghosts,  while  eerie  cries 
echoed  in  the  darkness.  Folk-dancing  and  games  helped  to  enliven  the  evening  of 
the  S.  C.  M.  party. 

The  Executive  for  the  year  was:  Bruce  Mickleburgh,  President;  Frank  Hollins, 
Vice-President ;  Laura  Butler,  Secretary;  Frances  Wallace,  Hing  Hope  and  Paul 
Smith,  Committee. 

The  Executive  of  the  S.  C.  M.  would  like  to  express  its  deep  appreciation 
to  Professor  Farr  for  his  continued  guidance,  wise  understanding,  and  helpful 
advice. 

Laura  Butler, 

Secretary. 

Women  s  Undergraduate  Society 

This  Society,  the  membership  of  which 
is  inclusive  of  all  women  of  the  Alma 
Mater  Society,  has  had  a  very  successful 
year.  In  September,  the  Council  enter- 
tained the  women  undergraduates  at  an  in- 
formal tea.  which  enabled  the  first-year 
students  to  become  acquainted  with  Col- 
lege life.  Later  in  the  pre-Christmas 
term  a  series  of  bi-monthly  vocational 
guidance  lectures  were  enjoyed.  The  So- 
ciety assisted  the  Students'  Council  in  ar- 
ranging a  tea  in  December,  the  proceeds  of  which  were  used  to  send  delegates  to 
the  Winnipeg  Conference. 

The  Women's  Undergraduate  Society,  together  with  the  Men's  Discussion 
Club,  took  over  the  management  of  the  Christmas  Dance,  which  was  a  tremend- 
ous success.  The  money  thus  collected  was  used  to  redecorate  the  Commons 
Rooms.  This  year  saw  the  formation  of  a  new  Women's  Commons  Room  on 
the  third  floor  of  the  College,  which  was  entirely  decorated  by  the  women,  with 
the  kind  help  and  advice  of  Miss  Fields  and  Mrs.  Chappell. 

Informal  discussions  and  debates  led  to  the  appointment  of  Ray  Adamson  and 
Gladys  Staverman  to  speak  at  the  debate,  in  February,  with  the  representatives 
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from  the  University  of  Washington.  Later  in  the  term  lectures  were  given  by 
Mrs.  Peebles.  Mrs.  Pickard.  Mrs.  Smith  and  Miss  Alward. 

The  Executive  consisted  of  Miss  Grant,  Honorary  President;  Aimee  Heddle. 
President;  Beverly  Prescott.  Vice-President ;  June  McAllister,  Secretary,  and  a 
committee  consisting  of  Gladys  Staverman,  Winona  Bennett  and  Margaret  Smith. 

June  McAllister. 

Secretary. 

Literary  Arts 


The  Literary  Arts  Society  has  passed 
a  very  successful  year.  The  increase  in 
membership,  however,  made  it  impossible 
to  hold  meetings  in  private  homes  as  in 
previous  years. 

At  the  first  regular  meeting  the  So- 
ciety was  fortunate  in  having  Madame 
Sanderson-Mongin  give  a  very  interesting 
account  of  her  visit  to  the  Paris  Exposi- 
tion. The  Society  is  also  grateful  to  our 
Honorary  President.  Miss  Cann.  who  gave 
an  illustrated  lecture  on  "Modern  Art."  and  to  a  third  member  of  our  staff,  Mr. 
Savannah,  whose  subject  was  "Photography." 

Among  the  other  guest  speakers  during  the  year  were  Miss  Sheila  Boyd,  who 
/dealt  with  the  history  of  puppets  and  marionettes;  Miss  Enid  Cole,  who  spoke  on 
the  art  of  acting  and  its  application  to  life,  and  Mr.  Earle  Clarke,  who  spoke  on 
"Sculpture." 

Apart  from  guest  speakers,  members  of  the  Club  were  entirely  responsible  for 
several  meetings.  The  life  and  works  of  Sheridan,  given  by  Mr.  Charles  Bruce, 
was  followed  by  the  reading  of  the  play.  "The  Rivals." 

One  meeting,  held  in  Miss  Cann's  flat,  was  devoted  to  subjects  of  personal 
interest  to  those  members  taking  part.  Miss  Winona  Bennett  told  the  story  on 
which  Wagner's  great  opera  series,  the  "Ring,"  is  based;  Mr.  W.  Reid  discussed 
the  fantastic,  the  modern  fairy  tale  as  exemplified  in  the  tales  of  Lord  Dunsany; 
Miss  Sills  spoke  on  Irish  legends:  Miss  Pat.  Webber  gave  a  reading,  and  Mr.  J. 
Meredith  discussed  the  detective  story  from  the  point  of  view  of  technique. 

Executive:  Honorary  President.  Miss  Cann:  President.  Miss  W.  Bennett: 
Vice-President .  Vik.  Klukewich;  Secretary.  Valentine  Harlock;  Committee.  Lois 
Rushworth.  Bruce  Mickleburgh,  William  Reid,  John  Meredith. 

Valentine  Harlock.  Secretary. 

Mens  Discussion  Club 

The  Men's  Discussion  Club  started  its 
annual  fracas  early  in  October.  At  the 
first  meeting  Charles  Bruce  was  elected 
President,  and  David  Boyd.  Secretary. 

Some  of  us  will  remember  those  happy 
days  when  George  Whittaker  was  with  us: 
some  of  us  will  not:  but  we  all  feel  that 
Harold  Dixon  and  his  pals  have  filled 
his  vacant  place  most  admirably.  The 
meetings,  held  nearly  every  Wednesday 
at  noon,  have  been  well  attended,  although 


CHARLES  BRUCE 
PRESIDENT 

DAVID  BOYD  1 

5fXRE.TARY  § 

[Page  Seventeen] 


The  Qvaigdatvoch 


numbers  did  drop  at  the  same  time  as  improvements  were  made  in  the  Men's  Com- 
mons and  in  Ward  9.  There  were  a  number  of  formal  and  informal  debates, 
the  climax  arriving  with  a  tie  between  "Street  Cars"  and  "Buses".  A  visiting 
team  of  debaters  from  the  Young  Citizen's  League  defeated  our  boys  in  a  debate 
on  the  Oriental  problems,  but  we  hope  for  better  luck  with  the  Normal  School 
in  an  impending  contest.  There  have  been  many  able  speakers,  among  whom 
were  Mr.  Pettit,  Mr.  Cunningham,  Mr.  Petrie  and  Mr.  Dixon,  and  it  is  hoped  that 
we  may  get  others  before  the  end  of  the  season. 

David  M.  Boyd, 

Secretary. 


Science  Club 


The  Science  Club  got  off  to  a  good 
start  this  year  one  noon  last  September 
in  Room  16  where,  amid  roars  of  laugh- 
ter and  the  usual  upheaval  of  an  election, 
the  following  were  elected:  Mr.  Dixon, 
President  (although  not  present  at  the 
meeting)  ;  Mr.  MacKay,  Vice-President 
(we  have  seen  him  in  this  capacity  but 
once)  ;  Mr.  Anstey,  Secretary  (general 
stooge  for  the  club)  . 

Dr.  Cowan,  of  the  Provincial  Mu- 
seum, was  the  first  speaker  to  address  the  Club.  He  gave  us  a  very  good  idea  of  the 
ways  of  "Aquatic  Mammals."  From  the  Saanichton  Experimental  Station  came 
Dr.  W.  Newton  to  speak  on  "Virus  Diseases."  Following  this,  Dr.  C.  S.  Beals, 
from  the  Dominion  Astrophysical  Observatory,  told  us  when  to  expect  the  end 
of  the  world.  (Don't  worry,  it  won't  come  before  the  exams. )  Two  weeks 
later,  however.  Mr.  R.  H.  Lyons  (past  manager  of  the  James  Island  Powder 
Plant),  said,  indirectly  that,  with  the  explosives  that  were  being  made  on  the 
Island,  the  world  could  be  brought  to  an  end  at  will. 


\     5  am  «*> 

1  k\3 

JtKL  1 

After  Christmas,  Professor  Elliott  reviewed  the  book  "Man  the  Unknown", 
which  by  the  way,  is  in  our  own  library.  Mr.  Alan  McQueen,  of  the  B.  C.  For- 
estry Service,  told  and  showed  with  moving  pictures,  the  deplorable  state  of  our 
"virgin"  forests.  Also  with  the  aid  of  moving  pictures,  Mr.  Maclntyre  took 
us  through  the  Bapco  paint  factory,  while  later  in  the  same  evening,  Mr.  J.  Carl 
Pendray  transported  us  to  South  Africa.  Upon  Mr.  Maclntyre's  suggestion,  the 
Science  Club  went  through  the  paint  factory  one  Friday  afternoon.  For  a  change, 
one  meeting  was  held  at  the  Y.M.C.A.,  in  conjunction  with  the  Royal  Astro- 
nomical Society,  in  order  to  hear  Professor  Wallace  speak  on  "Mathematics". 
To  top  the  season,  "Students'  Night"  (this  is  written  in  anticipation)  will  have 
for  speakers  W.  Petrie  and  S.  Takahashi  who.  we  are  sure,  will  bring  down  the 
house. 

Thomas  Anstey. 

Secretary. 
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International  Relations  Club 


The  International  Relations  Club  of 
Victoria  College  has  enjoyed  a  very  suc- 
cessful year,  under  the  leadership  of  John 
Fawcett,  President,  and  John  Meredith, 
Vice-President.  Much  of  this  success  is 
due  to  the  fine  support  given  and  the  in- 
terest and  enthusiasm  shown  by  the  stu- 
dent body — all  meetings  being  well  at- 
tended. 

The  Club  was  very  pleased  to  pre- 
sent Mr.  W.  T.  Straith,  M.P.P.,  first, 
speaking  on  "The  Sino- Japanese  Conflict",  then  on  "Modern  Japan."  The  Club 
also  presented  Mr.  Herbert  Pendray,  speaking  on  his  most  recent  tour  of  South 
America,  Africa  and  Europe. 

Members  of  the  Club  also  gave  short  talks.  Gerry  Percival  and  Aimee  Heddle 
spoke  on  "The  Coronation",  which  they  attended;  Rene  Watson  and  John  Wil- 
liams spoke  on  "Canada's  Foreign  Policy,"  John  Meredith  on  "China,"  Betty 
Sloan  on  "Sir  Robert  Vansittart,"  and  Harold  Parrott  on  "The  Rome-Berlin 
Axis." 

A  welcome  innovation  to  the  meetings  was  the  serving  of  refreshments,  man- 
aged by  Rene  Watson  and  assisted  by  June  McAllister  and  Betty  Sloan. 

The  Club  is  preparing  to  send  twelve  delegates  to  the  Conference  of  the 
Northwest  Relations  Clubs,  March  25  to  26,  in  Portland.  Rene  Watson  rep- 
resented the  Club- at  the  N.  C.  C.  U.  S..  which  was  held  in  Winnipeg  at  the  end 
of  December. 

The  Executive  of  the  Club  wishes  to  extend  its  thanks  to  the  committee,  con- 
sisting of  Aimee  Heddle,  Betty  Sloan,  Rene  Watson,  June  McAllister,  Wallace 
Earle,  and  Harold  Parrott,  for  their  assistance  in  making  the  meetings  successful, 
and  especially  to  Professor  Farr,  for  his  guidance  and  advice. 

Geraldine  Percival. 

Secretary. 


This  is  Petrie's  joke  told  at  the  Annual  Banquet:  A  Scotsman  named  Sandy 
was  renowned  in  his  home-town  for  profanity.  At  last  this  reached  his  minis- 
ter's ears,  and  the  minister  decided  to  call  on  Sandy  and  reason  with  him.  Sandy 
had  a  good  excuse,  however,  and  he  told  the  minister  that  the  quality  of  his 
wife's  cooking  made  him  swear.  The  minister  told  Sandy  to  write  each  bad 
word  he  used  on  a  piece  of  paper  and  to  come  to  see  him  in  a  week's  time. 
Sandy  decided  to  do  this,  and  a  week  later  he  called  on  the  minister.  Pulling 
a  couple  of  slips  of  paper  out  of  his  pocket  he  said:  "These  are  the  darns."  The 
minister  nodded  while  Sandy  pulled  out  a  few  more  sheets  from  another  pocket. 
"These  are  the  damns,"  said  the  Scotchman.  The  minister  nodded  happily  and 
said,  "Well,  Sandy,  you  did  quite  well.  My  system  is  a  good  one."  "Wait  a 
minute;  wait  a  minute,"  said  Sandy,  "there's  a  whole  cartload  of  hells  outside." 

The  pun  of  the  season:  Gerry  White  was  standing  in  the  Council  Room 
jingling  some  money  in  his  waistcoat  pocket.  "I  see,"  said  McKenzie,  "that  you 
have  your  money  invested." 
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IN  MEMORIAM  LIONEL  BACKLER 

There  are  no  brighter  pages  in  history  than  those  which  tell  of  noble  self- 
sacrifice.  The  debt  we  owe  to  the  host  of  heroes  is  beyond  estimation,  and 
we  are  proud  to  number  among  them  a  fellow-student  from  Victoria  College. 

It  was  at  Murica.  Spain,  that  Lionel  Backler  received  wounds  in  action 
from  which  he  died  the  following  day,  August  24,  193  7.  He  had  been  third 
in  command  of  the  Mackenzie-Papineau  Battalion. 

Born  at  Tavistock,  Devon,  England,  he  came  to  Victoria  as  a  child,  in 
1913.  After  graduating  from  St.  Michael's  School,  he  became  an  honour 
student  at  Oak  Bay  High  School.  Two  years  at  Victoria  College  followed, 
during  which  he  wrote  College  press  notes.  It  was  through  these  efforts  that 
he  came  to  be  employed  as  a  reporter,  the  tallest  in  the  country,  and  certainly 
one  of  the  most  promising.  The  year  1  934  saw  him  at  U.  B.  C  from  which 
he  graduated  and  went  to  New  York,  entering  the  news-magazine  field.  It 
was  there  that  Lionel  Backler  enlisted  for  Spain,  and  there  that  a  special  me- 
morial service  was  held  on  his  death. 

It  matters  not  what  side  he  fought  for.  but  what  does  matter  is  that  it  is 
to  such  men  that  we  owe  everything  we  esteem  in  our  life  today.  He  lacked 
neither  courage,  nor  conviction.  He  saw  his  duty,  and  did  it.  To  the  be- 
reaved we  offer  condolence,  to  Lionel — gratitude. 

Kla-How-Yah:  Lionel  Backler. 


I  Demand  The  Ultimate  Death 

(Translated  from  the  Spanish  of  Manuel  Altolaguirre) 

I  demand  the  ultimate  death  of  this  war 
because  to  look  at  myself  in  the  current 
like  a  grievous  body  mortified 
1  wish,  as  the  tree  they  rob  of  its  fruits, 
tearing  out  its  branches 

and  profiting  from  its  trunk  made  a  log  .  .  . 

And  if  I  cannot  see  myself 

if  only  my  roots  remain: 

if  the  birds  seek  vainly 

the  place  of  their  nests 

in  the  sad  absence  of  my  arms, 

then,  from  the  depths, 

with  the  silence  of  the  Spring, 

will  pour  forth  from  the  earth  like  lament 

insinuations  of  verdure  and  life. 

I  shall  be  that  multitude  of  adolescents, 

that  crown  of  laurel  which  binds 

the  trunk  struck  down  by  the  axe. 

Multiplied  life  from  death. 

Multiple  are  the  rays  of  dawn. 

Stephen  Spender. 

(Netv  Statesman) 
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PENELOPE  ADAMSON 

"Ray"  is  the  capable  Secretary  of  the  Council,  who  has 
been  known  to  put  three  "O's"  in  "spoons".  She 
works  hard,  tap-dances  gracefully,  likes  crumpets,  had 
her  picture  in  the  papers  for  the  Varsity  Ball,  and  is 
called  Penelope  only  by  Madame. 
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JACK  ARMSTRONG 

.Organizer  and  sole  member  of  the  " Anti-Dance-at- 
the-College"  Club,  Jack  has  caused  a  lot  of  fun  at 
the  M.  D.  C.  with  his  plebeian  ideas.  Whenever  you 
see  him  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  stroking  his 
"beard"  and  frowning  you  know  he  is  thinking  of 
some  chemical  unknown. 

SHIRLEY  BASTIN 

Shirley  is  one  of  the  few  people  who  still  come  to 
College  to  attend  lectures.  She  works  hard  and  does 
very  well,  but  in  spite  of  this  she  is  still  one  of  the 
better-liked  young  ladies  up  here. 

REGINALD  BENNETT 

We  predict  a  great  future  for  R.  B.  Bennett,  provided 
he  doesn't  spend  too  much  time  at  the  Chem.  Lab., 
or  the  Crystal  Garden.  Anybody  with  such  beautiful 
blond  hair  is  bound  to  go  a  long  way.  You  know 
they  say  that  Chemistry's  greatest  contribution  to  the 
world  is  blond  hair. 

WINONA  BENNETT 

Rumor  hath  it  that  Winona  is  a  close  rival  of  Lily 
Pons  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  she  is  the  ultra-efficient 
President  of  the  Literary  Arts  Club.  She  worries  a 
lot,  thinks  people  who  split  infinitives  should  be  pois- 
oned and  was  known  to  come  into  the  Commons 
Room  once  without  even  asking  for  Val. 

MARY  BLOCK 

Mary  left  her  little  lamb  'way  back  in  the  wilds  of 
Penticton  and  came  to  us  by  way  of  the  Normal 
School.  A  great  student,  her  particular  hobbies  are 
getting  ink  on  the  books  in  the  Provincial  Archives 
and  taking  copious  notes  in  History  3. 

DAVID  BOYD 

Dave  has  held  down  the  difficult  post  of  Secretary 
of  the  Men's  Discussion  Club  all  year.  He  was  seen 
mostly,  however,  eating  his  lunch  in  the  Math.  Room, 
surrounded  by  "ferns.",  as  Whittaker  calls  them. 
He  was  also  utility  man  of  the  Rugby  squad  and  as 
Noel  says:  "A  Boyd  in  the  game  is  worth  two  on  the 
sidelines." 
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MICHAEL  BRAND 

Mike  was  the  first  to  contribute  to  Ward  9  by  pick- 
ing up  a  chair  of  doubtful  origin.  He  likes  to  be 
called  "Captain,"  because  he  traded  his  Fedora  for  an 
A.  B.  seaman's  cap.  Madam  spoils  things,  though, 
by  calling  him  "M'sieu  Michel.'' 

GEORGE  V.  BROWNING 

Coming  directly  from  Normal  School,  George  had 
hopes  of  changing  things  up  here,  but  is  now  as  pessi- 
mistic and  cynical  as  the  rest  of  us  teachers.  He  will 
always  be  remembered  for  his  impersonation  of  Mr. 
Cunningham. 

CHARLES  BRUCE 

Charles  has  had  the  enviable  task  this  year  of  playing 
boss  cowboy  to  two  herds  of  wild  cattle:  the  Men's 
Discussion  Club  and  the  Editorial  Board.  He  was 
also  one  of  the  delegates  to  the  N.C.C.U.S.  at  Winni- 
peg. There  is  no  truth  in  the  rumor  that  he  is  wor- 
rying about  what  to  do  with  his  spare  time. 

RUTH  CHATHAM 

"Bunty"  represents  the  poor  down-trodden  women 
athletes  at  College  and  is  rapidly  making  our  teams 
(in)  famous  throughout  the  land.  She  really  ought 
to  go  into  the  movies  with  those  dazzling  jokes  of 
hers.  Horrible  example:  "When  the  role  is  called 
up  yonder  what  will  we  put  our  hamburgers  be- 
tween !" 

PHYLLIS  CHRISTIAN 

Phil  has  the  double  distinction  of  being  the  only 
girl  we  know  who  has  never  come  in  late  for  a  lecture 
and  who  can  keep  that  poised  air  even  when  she's 
got  a  heavy  cold.  We'll  tell  you  a  deep  secret — we've 
been  trying  to  think  up  a  good  pun  on  her  name  for 
the  past  two  years. 

BLANCHE  CLARK 

One  of  our  little  Prairie  flowers,  she  came  to  us  direct 
from  the  wild,  open  spaces,  and  their  misfortune  is  our 
good  luck  in  the  acquisition  of  those  joyous  brown 
eyes. 

KEARY  DeBECK 

"I  owe  you  a  nickel.  But  if  I  owe  you  a  nickel  you 
owe  me — a  nickel.  These  cancel,  therefore  everyone 
owes  me  a  nickel."  His  Maths,  are  fine  but  his  Econ- 
omics are  a  bit  weak,  as  will  readily  be  seen.  Never- 
theless, he  is  a  fine  fellow,  enjoys  his  badminton,  and 
puts  his  car  at  the  disposal  of  everyone.  H'ray  for 
Keary. 
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HAROLD  DIXON 

"Lock  that  door,  here  comes  Dixon."  But  it's  no 
use.  Harold,  with  his  ready  wit  and  miscellaneous 
stories,  is  a  favorite  everywhere.  He  is  an  ex-teacher, 
President  of  the  Science  Club,  who  will  be  remem- 
bered for  his  work  in  helping  to  furnish  Ward  9. 
Confidentially  his  nickname  is  "Bunny." 

RAY  DUNCAN 

Because  of  his  genial  personality  and  wavy  hair,  Ray 
is  a  favorite  everywhere.  He  manages  to  get  pretty 
good  results  in  his  studies,  too,  and  'tis  rumored  he 
is  heading  his  bicycle  out  Normal  School  way  next 
year. 

WALTER  EKINS 

Walt  is  one  of  the  College  giants  who  has  mastered 
the  art  of  smoking  at  least  one  cigar  a  week,  as  is  no- 
ticed at  the  College  on  Wednesday  nights.  He  came 
a  bit  late  this  year,  but  has  managed  to  catch  up  and 
still  be  an  asset  to  the  basketball  team. 

JACK  FAWCETT 

Jack  is  the  lucky  man  who  can  tickle  the  ivories 
so  well  and  still  retain  strength  enough  to  master  the 
big  car  we  see  around  at  times.  He  is  President  of  the 
I.R.C.  and  is  quite  a  well-known  figure  around  Col- 
lege. 

VALENTINE  HARLOCK 

Val.  won  a  cup  last  year  in  badminton,  but  has 
now  taken  up  the  terpsichorean  art  (we  looked  that 
one  up  in  the  dictionary) .  She  is  the  hard-working 
Secretary  of  the  Literary  Arts,  and  may  be  seen  at 
any  time  of  the  day,  computing  feverishly:  "If  a 
man  and  a  half  eats  a  doughnut  and  a  half  in  a  minute 
and  a  half,  how  many  cups  of  coffee  will  we  need?" 

JOYCE  HARVEY 

Joyce  believes  that  College  exists  primarily  for  that 
great  body  of  people  known  as  the  Players'  Club. 
She's  probably  right,  at  that,  but  our  ideas  of  legiti- 
mate drama  keep  including  Laurel  and  Hardy  and 
Donald  Duck. 

GORDON  HARTLEY 

Gordon  is  that  wizard  in  French  class,  whom  everyone 
envies  when  asked  a  question  by  Madame.  We  believe 
he  is  like  that  in  the  rest  of  his  studies,  too.  They 
say  he  slings  a  mean  ball  in  the  gym. 
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HING  HOPE 

Hing  still  insists  there  is  something  he  can  learn  up  at 
College,  so  has  returned  to  cover  the  boards  in  Men's 
Commons  with  drawings,  and  to  beat  Paul  Smith  at 
chess. 

ROBERT  HORNE 

Bob  is  one  of  those  small  fellows  who  seem  to  be 
born  with  the  faculty  for  making  friends.  He  might 
be  small,  but  he's  pretty  big  on  the  Rugby  team.  He's 
the  man  who  collects  the  cash  for  a  certain  organiza- 
tion hereabouts.  He  is  also  a  staunch  advocat:  for 
furniture  in  Ward  9. 

ALAN  HUDSON 

Alan  is  that  tall,  dark  man  in  the  Council  room,  who 
always  seems  to  be  chasing  Helen  around  to  get  her 
picture.  His  chief  job  besides  sports  rep.  is  second- 
ing the  adoption  of  the  minutes.  Bill  says  he  makes 
a  darn  good  job  of  both. 

DOROTHY  MAY  JONES 

Madame's  "Mile.  Dorothy  May,"  she  does  her  best  to 
remain  inconspicuous  during  French,  but  Madame 
likes  to  hear  her  talk.  She  has  the  dubious  distinc- 
tion of  being  the  most  rapid-fire  translator  of  "Capi- 
taine  Fracasse"  we  have  ever  heard,  but,  apart  from 
that,  seems  quite  normal. 

VICTOR  KLUKEWICH 

Victor  hails  from  the  wind-blown  Prairies.  Perhaps 
that  accounts  for  his  breezy  nature  and  ever-present 
smile.  Besides  being  a  favorite  of  Madame  he  is  an 
active  worker  for  the  Literary-Arts. 

LUELLA  KETCHESON 

This  young  lady,  hailing  from  Honolulu,  takes  three 
sciences  in  a  5  -unit  course,  and  does  well  in  all  of 
them.  She  has  great  acting  abilities  (witness  last 
year's  play )  .  and  hopes  to  become  a  Bacteriologist. 
Are  we  right? 

JACK  LANIGAN 

"Not  allowed  in  this  room." — John  Lanigan.  Thus 
was  our  hero  banished  from  the  scene  of  the  happiest 
hours  of  his  College  life.  "Jake"  likes  to  appease 
his  desire  for  carnage  on  the  Rugby  field  with,  we 
are  happy  to  report,  very  satisfactory  results.  How- 
ever, even  genius  must  have  its  weaknesses,  because 
it  is  rumored  that  Jack  is  a  member  of  that  awful 
secret  societv. 
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june  McAllister 

June  is  the  effervescent  captain  of  the  girl's  basketball 
team — which  perhaps  accounts  for  the  high  scores  and 
handsome  referees.  Her  pet  aversions  include  hand- 
ing in  history  essays  on  Ethiopia,  and  having  her  pic- 
ture taken  with  her  mouth  open.  We  maintain  that 
she  takes  a  good  picture  even  then. 

DAVID  McINTOSH 

We  hear  most  of  Dave  in  French  class,  where  his  prox- 
imity to  Armstrong  calls  for  a  great  deal  of  patience 
from  Madame.  Otherwise,  Dave  is  a  strong,  silent 
man  who  is  very  conscientious  about  his  work,  es- 
pecially Chem.  2.  Madame  sometimes  calls  him 
M'sieu  Intosh. 

HELEN  McKINNON 

The  hard-working  member  of  the  Council,  who  took 
charge  of  all  the  "organization  meetings"  of  the  Clubs, 
Helen  reached  the  stage  where  she  could  spell  "commit- 
tee". She  is  pleasantly  unofficious  in  her  duties  and 
can  design  and  execute  a  poster  on  any  subject  what- 
soever, faster'n  anything. 

THOMAS  McLAUCHLAN 

A  happy  combination  of  brain  and  brawn  assures  Tom 
of  success  in  life.  He  is  as  much  in  evidence  on  the 
Rugby  field,  where  he  is  indispensable,  as  he  is  in  the 
Math,  room,  where  he  is  invincible.  But  you  really 
shouldn't  draw  pictures  or  play  "naughts  and  crosses" 
in  English,  Tom. 

MARGARET  MURPHY 

Now  that  Peggy  is  leaving  us,  we  can  tell  you  a  deep, 
dark  secret — she  has  been  known  to  work  in  the  Lib- 
rary, to  look  up  reference  books — whisper  it  softly — 
even  to  do  the  assignments  !  !  !  Still,  that  might 
be  one  of  the  reasons  why  she  is  always  on  top  in  ex- 
aminations. 

THELMA  MEISS 

Although  Thelma  keeps  Luella  company  in  the  Zo. 
lab.  most  of  the  time,  still  she  got  90%  in  Latin. 
She  dashes  to  and  from  College  in  a  car  (sometimes), 
and  is  going  in  training  for  a  nurse  when  and  if  she 
cuts  off  her  curls. 

RICHARD  MILLER 

"Doc"  is  the  very  epitome  of  all  that  girls  pray  for. 
The  hero  of  Rugby  and  basketball  games,  he  is  equally 
successful  on  the  dance  floor.  Is  that  due  to  the  swell, 
big  car  he  drives,  or  to  the  dimple  on  his  chin? 
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JOHN  NATION 

John  just  loves  to  wrap  his  long  arms  around  some- 
body's neck  and  just  about  strangle  that  person.  We 
pity  his  girl  friend.  Otherwise  he  is  quite  harmless, 
except  on  the  badminton  court,  where  he  takes  on  all 
comers.  If  he  can  drive  his  car  as  well  as  he  can  do 
Maths.,  he  will  certainly  pass  the  driver's  test. 

NOEL  PARKER 

Here's  that  irrepressible  ray  of  sunshine  who  blushes  so 
easily  when  he  breaks  $20  worth  of  apparatus  at  the 
Lab.  Rumor  has  it  that  he  is  one  of  those  people 
headed  for  the  outskirts  of  civilization  to  teach  our 
pioneer's  children.    We  wish  him  luck. 

WILLIAM  PETRIE 

.  "Pooksie"  Petrie  is  our  distinguished  President  of  the 
A. M.S..  whose  hardest  job  is  trying  to  keep  order  in 
the  Council  room.  It  is  written  in  the  stars  that  he 
shall  be  an  astronomer,  and  even  now  he  spends  many 
profitable  hours  gazing  at  them — but  alas — alone. 

ROY  PLATER 

"Information  wanted — ".  Roy  Plater — about  five 
feet  nine  inches  tall,  dark  hair,  handsome,  pleasant 
smile:  last  seen  attending  College- — is  supposed  to  have 
come  from  the  Prairies.  Anyone  knowing  anything 
about  him  please  communicate  with  this  paper.  He 
must  be  running  from  the  law,  because  we  couldn't 
get  anything  on  him. 

BEVERLEY  PRESCOTT 

Our  little  "Beppo"  is  the  Vice-President  of  the  Wom- 
en's Undergraduate  Society,  but  don't  let  that  frighten 
you.  She's  not  really  vicious.  She  can  light  a  fire 
better'n  anyone  but  a  Boy  Scout,  fortifies  herself  be- 
tween lectures  with  chocolate  biscuits,  and  is  going  to 
Edmonton  next  year  to  learn  how  to  cook  scientifi- 
cally. 

JAMES  PURDY 

Jim  has  never  been  seen  to  hurry,  but  always  saunters 
into  class,  perhaps  a  few  minutes  late  but  never  wor- 
rying. Spends  most  of  his  time  at  the  Zo.  and  Chem. 
Labs.,  or  outside  the  Men's  Locker  Room,  surrounded 
be  an  appreciative  audience,  for  Jim's  popularity  and 
wit  are  generally  recognized. 

BASIL  RICHARDS 

In  his  short  two  years  here,  Basil  has  plucked  enough 
scholarships  to  keep  a  normal  person  busy  for  life. 
But  not  Basil — for  he  is  still  clamoring  for  more. 
Nice  work,  if  you  can  get  it,  Basil,  and  we  know  you 
can. 


[Page  Twenty -Seven] 


The  Qtaigdavvoch 


1  I 


LOIS  RUSHFORTH 

Lois  decided  that  her  mornings  ended  at  11:55,  and 
so  when  the  buzzer  sounds  she  just  ups  and  leaves. 
She  can  well  afford  to  lose  the  remaining  seconds  of 
lectures,  for  she  is  one  of  those  girls  who  know  all 
the  answers  in  classes. 

BETTY  SLOAN 

"Buntie"  is  on  the  I.R.C.  Executive;  is  a  superhuman 
note-taker;  is  the  proud  possessor  of  a  pair  of  furry 
boots  which  she  believes  look  best  in  the  sunshine; 
is  always  able  to  keep  the  fire  supplied  with  wood 
— but  we'd  better  stop — because  she's  also  an  Associ- 
ate Editor  of  this  Annual — and — . 

HENRY  STEVENS 

"Rick"  left  College  at  Christmas  to  enter  an  architect's 
office,  where  he  will  endeavor  to  introduce  modern 
art  into  the  plans  of  houses.  We  wish  him  all  success, 
provided  he  doesn't  build  a  place  like  Victoria  College. 

MARGARET  STEWART 

Margaret  realized  that  the  Commons  couldn't  get 
along  without  her,  and  so  came  back  for  another 
year.  Her  accomplishments  include  making  clam- 
chowder,  being  able  to  make  a  fire  burn,  and  being 
the  leading  light  who  did  such  a  good  job  on  the 
Commons  Room  decorations. 

MICHAEL  SYMONS 

Mike  came  from  Brentwood  College  much  to  the  det- 
riment of  that  institution.  He  plays  a  brilliant  game 
of  badminton  and  Rugby,  and  took  a  prominent  part 
in  "Eden  End,"  where  his  talent  was  given  full  play, 
especially  in  the  drunk  scene.  Add  to  these  achieve- 
ments a  head  of  curly  hair  and  a  baby  Austin,  and 
one  wonder  when  he  ever  did  any  studying. 

SABURO  TAKAHASHI 

Sambo  is  always  hatching  some  gunpowder  plot, 
judging  from  the  amount  of  apparatus  blown  up  at 
the  Lab.,  or  the  number  of  fuses  blown  out  at  play 
rehearsals.  Usually  seen  speeding  on  his  bike  or 
wrapped  up  in  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  wire, 
coils  and  fuses. 

JOYCE  THOMSON 

The  auburn-haired  queen  of  the  badminton  courts: 
Joyce  is  studying  "Sike"  very  diligently,  so  that  if  she 
gets  tired  she  can  put  her  racquet  down  and  defeat 
her  opponent  anyway.  If  only  we  had  a  teeny  bit  of 
all  the  money  she  spends  on  bus-fare  to  Brentwood 
and  back. 
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ERIC  TOWNSEND 

Eric  drives  the  College  taxi  every  morning  up  Fort 
Street.  Besides  being  liberal  with  his  car.  he  also  has 
liberal  ideas  in  French  and  English,  which  somehow 
don't  always  go  over. 

FRANK  TURLEY 

Moo-oo-o-,  bang,  click:  a  blinding  flash,  a  crowd  of 
people,  and  you  are  sure  "Flash"  Turley  is  amongst 
them.  Responsible  for  most  of  the  riots  in  College, 
Flash  has  at  his  command  a  speedy  coupe,  a  flashlight 
camera,  explosive  cigarettes,  unlightable  matches,  and 
a  box  that  moos  like  a  cow.  No  wonder  his  hair 
stands  on  end — he  must  be  in  constant  fear  of  hims2lf. 

VICTOR  TURNER 

Vic.  was  one  of  the  leading  characters  in  "Eden  End," 
and  made  a  fine  job  of  it.  He  is  one  of  the  chess  ad- 
dicts, which  have  cropped  up  this  year.  He  likes 
running  up  to  the  Library  for  Miss  Cann,  because 
that  gives  him  an  opportunity  to  look  in  at  Ward  9. 

DAVID  WADDELL 

Dave  is  a  budding  entemologist  who  came  back  from 
Varsity  to  boost  our  badminton  team  and  stag  line. 
He  is  equally  efficient  on  both  and  that  is  saying  a  lot. 
He  is  also  prophesying  what  will  be  on  future  Chem. 
2  exams — a  great  asset  to  many  at  the  College. 

KENNETH  WELLWOOD 

Ken  is  one  of  the  College's  unknown  quantities,  al- 
though he  doesn't  take  Chemistry.  We  hear  most  of 
him  in  English  2  lectures,  where  his  presence-  is  accen- 
tuated by  the  many  soft  chuckles  over  by  the  window. 
We  wonder  what  he  is  laughing  at. 

PHILIP  WHITTAKER 

Noted  chiefly  as  being  the  brother  of  George,  Phil 
has  been  slightly  disappointing  this  year  because  he 
has  broken  up  only  one  or  two  Men's  Discussion 
Club  meetings,  and  hasn't  carried  much  furniture 
around — Must  be  love  !  "Perish  the  thought,"  says 
Phil.     "I  belong  to  the  Anti-Fern  Society." 

GERALD  WHITE 

Because  Jerry  holds  the  difficult  post  of  Treasurer  of 
Council,  he  is  usually  seen  absently-mindedly  figur- 
ing profit  and  loss  on  every  occasion.  That  is  why 
he  took  Maths.  3.  But  that  doesn't  stop  him  from 
being  an  efficient  Rugby  player,  nor  does  it  keep  the 
fair  sex  away  from  him. 
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MARJORIE  WILSON 

Another  of  our  recent  acquisitions  from  the  Prairies — 
she  is  usually  accompanied  everywhere  by  Blanche. 
Marjorie  is  best  known,  however,  for  her  excellency  in 
doing  Biology  drawings,  a  fact  which  is  quite  re- 
marked on  by  her  friends. 

JOHN  WONG 

John  must  have  a  great  library  to  hold  all  the  notes 
he  takes — at  least  from  all  appearances  in  Eng.  2  and 
Maths.  3.  We  feared  to  see  a  Wong-Takahashi  feud 
but  both  are  too  liberal-minded  for  that. 

ART  WRIGHT 

Art  is  usually  seen  in  the  Chem.  lab.  softly  imploring 
a  precipitate  to  precipitate,  or  downtown  trying  to 
get  advertisers  to  advertise  in  this  "here"  Annual. 
Two  hopeless  jobs.  Art  is  also  a  member  of  the 
|  famous  three  line  in  English,  of  Browning.  Petrie  & 

-  tfflL^f  h*,.  Wright.     This  line  is  noted  for  its  brilliant  replies 

I and  the  fact  that  one  holds  the  other  up.    His  motto  is 
I     .  "Art  for  Art's  sake." 

JOHN  ALDOUS 

John  was  at  Varsity  last  year  but  felt  that  he  couldn't  stay  away  from  Vic- 
toria College  any  longer.     We  are  glad,  for  besides  being  a  "good  head"  John 
provides  us  with  the  chance  to  see  what  a  future  "bugologist"  looks  like.  We 
warn  the  bug  to  look  out  in  the  near  future — also  the  worms. 
JOHN  E.  BELL 

Here  is  the  reason  why  so  many  girls  take  Biology  this  year.     John  takes 
Biology  as  a  pre-requisite  to  getting  a  degree  in  Psychology.    At  present  he  is  an 
assistant  minister  at  one  of  the  city  churches. 
HAROLD  BENSON 

Here  is  another  man  from  the  Prairies  who  is  always  smiling  despite  the 
worries  of  drought,  soil-drifting,  Latin  and  Chem.  2.     If  he  could  solve  the 
economic  problem  of  the  Prairies  like  he  could  solve  his  unknowns,  where  would 
the  world  be  now  ? 
NORA  SCOTT-COLQUHOUN 

Nora  is  another  partial  student  about  whom  we  find  it  difficult  to  find  any- 
thing.   We  would  be  very  glad  to  learn  something,  as  we  are  interested. 
PAUL  SMITH 

Paul  came  back  to  College  this  year  with  two  main  purposes.     One  was  to 
show  us  what  a  really  good  French  student  can  do,  and  the  other  was  to  beat  all 
comers  at  chess.    He  accomplished  both.    Nuff  said. 
WILLIAM  SQUIRE 

Bill  is  the  man  with  the  lazy  drawl  who  likes  to  fill  his  car  with  kindred 
'  spirits,"  and  head  for  distant  ski-fields  and  frozen  lakes.     He's  practically  the 
only  one  who  has  even  spoken  up  in  Chem.  lectures. 
AUDREY  BEAUMONT 

One  of  the  less  conspicuous  of  our  group — she  shines  brightly  at  French. 
Never  late  to  lectures,  Audrey  has  never  been  known  to  criticize — not  even  the  new 
buzzers. 
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First  Tear  Students 


Adam.  Joseph  M. 
Aitkcns.  Lorna  G. 
Allan,  John  A. 
Anstey,  Thomas  H. 
Austin,  Betty  E. 
Ayliffe.  Doris  J. 

B 

Bate,  Clifford  J. 

Bateman.  John  P.  R. 
♦Bennett,  Harry  C. 

Berton,  Pierre  F. 

Bonnell.  R.  Ronald 

Braithwaite,  Maurice  E. 

Brand,  Daniel  A. 

Brodigan.  Charles  W. 

Brousson,  David  M. 
*Buck.  Barbara  V. 

Butler.  Elisabeth  L. 


Casson.  Vincent 
Cameron.  James"  G. 
Campbell.  Jean  B. 
Cawley.  Amy  V. 
Chipperfield.  Nora  J. 
Christie,  Reginald  G. 
Colvin,  Norman  G. 
Comerford,  Patricia 
*Coste.  Peter  S. 
Cunningham,  David  K. 

D 

Davies,  Arthur 
Davies,  Donald  D. 
De  Beck.  Nedra  M. 
Drummond,  Jack  M. 


Earle.  Frank  W. 
Eddie,  James  W. 
Eng,  Helen  B. 
Evans,  Maureen  E. 


Feme,  Harry  C. 
Fisher,  John  F. 


(*  denotes  only  one  term) 

Forbes,  Helen  B. 
Ford,  Hugh  S. 
Foxgord,  Raymond  N. 
Frith,  Philip  C. 


Gay,  Mildred  M. 
Godson,  Beatrice  E. 
Goodwyn.  Dick  H. 
Graham,  Aileen  F. 
Graham,  Mildred 
Gunn,  Dacie 


H 

*Hammersley.  Ruth  S. 
Harris,  Betty  H. 
Heddle.  Aimee  O. 
Hemmingsen,  Robert 
Hincks,  Peter  D. 
Holland.  John  D.  C. 
Hollins.  Frank  E. 
Holt.  Cyril  C. 
Hughes,  Anne  T. 
Hughes.  Mellon  T. 
Hunt,  Lila  A.  E. 
Hurst,  James  B. 


Jones,  Robert  E, 


Ketcham.  Collins  M. 
Kitley,  Walter  J. 


Laidman,  Jean  C. 
Lanigan,  John  A. 
Lee.  Harry 
Lettice,  Evelyn  M. 
Leung,  Rebecca  C. 
Lindgren,  Patricia  E. 
Lindsay,  Betty 
Lock,  Stanley  L. 
Lock,  Walter 
Lowden,  Yvonne  J. 
Lowe,  Margaret 
Lowe.  Pearl  M. 


Mc  and  Mac 

McArthur,  James  A. 
McBain,  Doris 
McCaffrey,  Miriam  E. 
McCuaig,  Alexandria  J. 
MacDonald,  Hugh  J. 
MacDonald,  John  C. 
MacKay,  Ronald  N. 
McKeachie,  Ian  Y. 
McKelvie,  Bernice  C. 
McKenzie,  George  J. 
McKenzie,  Lloyd  G. 
McLachlan,  Irene  D. 
Maclean,  Donald  C. 
McLellan,  Bernard 
McMartin,  Tom  M. 
Mackie,  Elizabeth 

M 

Mann,  Arthur  R. 

Marsland,  Kenneth  R. 
*Maynard,  M.  Evelyn 

Meharey,  Dorothy  E. 

Mercer,  Archie 

Meredith,  John  R. 

Mickleburgh,  Bruce  E. 
♦Miller.  David  C. 

Moir,  Isabella  S. 

Monckton,  John 

Mooney,  Elizabeth  M. 

Morrison.  Audrey  M. 

Mouat,  William  I. 

Muncy,  Betty  M. 

Musgrave,  Cynthia  C. 

N 

Noel,  William  Edward 
O 

O'Connell,  John  J. 
Oldfield,  James  E. 
Ord,  Alexander  H. 
Osier,  Thomas  R. 


Parizeau,  Paul 
Parrott,  Harold 
Paterson.  Patrick  J. 
Petterson,  John  G. 
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Paynter.  Doris  M.  C. 

Pearce.  Mary  J. 

Pendray.  Amelia  C. 

Percival.  Geraldine  E. 
*Pinhorn.  Gwendolyn  D. 
♦Pollock,  Rachael  A. 
*Ponton.  Nancy  E. 

Purves.  Lavonne  B. 

Q 

Quayle.  Alice  M. 
R 

Reid,  William  R. 
Robbins.  Edward  G. 
Robson.  Donald  H. 
Rowell.  Hedley  J. 

S 

Shields.  William  . 


Sibley,  Isobel  M. 
Sills,  Jenifer 
Silversides,  Honora  L. 
Sloan,  William  McD. 
Smith,  Christopher 
Smith,  Margaret  A. 
Staverman,  Gladys 
Stevens,  Leonard  H. 
Stewart.  A.  John 
Stewart,  William  C. 
*Sturroch,  Donald  B. 

T 

Tweed.  Jaqueline  H. 
V 

Van  Houten.  Charles  W. 
*Vise,  Phyllis  M. 


W 

Waddell.  Jean 
Wallace.  A.  M.  Frances 
Walker.  Eileen  A. 
Watson.  Doreen 
Watson.  Doreen  Agnes 
Watson.  Rene  M. 
Webber.  Patricia  M. 
Wells.  Barbara  J. 
Williams.  Eleanor  D. 
Williams.  John  H. 
Williams.  Maurice  R. 
Worsley.  Ralph  L. 
Wright.  Bruce  J. 
Whyte,  James 

Y 

Young.  Harold  N. 


Vers  Libre 


People  say  there  is  a  certain  technique  in  writing  "free  verse" 
And  that  there  are  definite  rules  to  be  observed. 
But  I  can't  say  that  I  have  ever  been  able  to  find  any. 
For  instance,  you  don't  have  to  make  things  rhyme,  and  you  can  make  your  lines 
Any  length 


You  like. 

Like  this, 

Or  this,  or  even 
Like  this 


And  if  you  don't  happen  to  Know 
Anything 
About  metre 
You  don't  have  to 
Worry. 

Because  it  is  not  in  any  way  compulsory. 

Moreover. 
You  don't  have  to 
use  capitals 
unless  you 
Want  To.  however 
there  is  one  thing  that  seems  Definitely  advisable, 
and  that  is 

that  your  meaning 

should  be  absolutely 
Incomprehensible 
to  all  except  those  of  Abnormal  Intelligence; 
And. 

just  as  a  This, 
final  tip,  just  like 

it  is  wisest  Ending, 
to  come  expected 
to  a  sudden  and  un- 
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I 

We  don't  want  to  wax  poetic,  because  it's  a  slippery  thing  anyway,  but  the 
opening  dance  always  brings  up  this  picture:  We  see  Room  I  as  a  big  pond  in 
which  Sophomores  can  be  seen  gaily  swimming  around.  The  entrance  hall  looks 
like  a  big  raft,  and  from  the  expressions  on  the  faces  of  the  Freshmen  who  are  on 
it,  we  can  tell  that  they  are  thinking  that  the  water  is  going  to  be  mighty  cold. 
One  by  one,  however,  they  make  the  plunge  into  College  night-life,  some  slip  in 
unnoticed,  and  some  make  a  big  splash.  (A  wave  of  apprehension  is  sweeping 
over  us  that  maybe  you  won't  get  it  and  think  that  we  are  "all  wet".)  This 
dance  was  really  successful  in  its  purpose  of  showing  the  Freshmen  that  the 
Sophomores  meant  it  when  they  said:  "Come  in,  the  water's  fine." 

When  the  "Hard  Times"  dance  came  along  the  Freshmen  had  found  how  easy 
it  is  to  paddle  their  own  canoe.  The  costumes  were  up  to  expectations  by  being 
low-class,  so  our  obliging  orchestra  tried  to  even  things  up  by  hitting  the  ceiling. 
What  more  can  be  said  but  to  repeat  that  dynamic  phrase  from  the  "Victoria 
Daily  Times":     "The  College  had  a  jolly  dance." 

The  exams  over,  Christmas  just  around  the  corner,  what  a  perfect  setting 
for  a  dance  !  So  thought  two  hundred  ODD  people.  The  College  was  decor- 
ated seasonably  for  the  Christmas  dance  with  balloons  hung  near  the  ceiling. 
They  didn't  stay  there  long,  though,  as  our  spirits  were  running  pretty  high. 

Three  breakages  were  reported  to  the  ever-attentive  Council: 

1.  Those  aforementioned  ballons; 

2.  About  fifty  pairs  of  arches: 

3.  The  record  of  holding  a  dance  successful  from  the  standpoint  of  enjoy- 
ment, and,  though  we  know  it  doesn't  matter  (ask  Gerry)  from  the  standpoint 
of  financial  success.  The  'Varsity  Ball",  which  was  held  during  the  holidays, 
was  not  quite  so  successful. 

Later  on  in  the  new  year,  the  stags  were  at  bay  at  the  annual  Co-ed  dance, 
that  function  so  necessary  in  the  social  education  of  the  average  male.  The  boys 
learned  the  "ettyket"  of  an  evening  dinner,  dance  and  aftermath,  and  the  girls 
were  assured  of  a  bid  to  the  next  dance.  (Now  we  are  getting  catty.)  The 
College  was  "heartily"  decorated  (and  still  is)  ,  the  refreshments  were  all  pink 
and  white,  the  wall-flowers  were  all  red.  Aileen  Graham,  Rene  Watson  and 
Milly  Pendray  sang  "The  Moon  of  Manacura,"  and  "We're  Working  Our  Way 
Through  College,"  and  were  very  enthusiastically  applauded.  The  wiring  of  the 
Maths,  room  with  an  amplifier  was  quite  successful,  and  turned  the  room  into 
a  hide-out  for  "Big  Apple"  dancers.  Even  at  that  everyone  had  a  good  time, 
and  after  all,  one  can  always  go  to  a  foot  specialist. 

There  is  still  something  to  look  forward  to  in  the  closing  dance,  which  the 
Council-elect  will  put  on  at  the  end  of  term.  That  will  be  the  last  College  func- 
tion for  a  great  many  students.  We  trust  that  even  Armstrong  will  be  satisfied 
with  it. 

— B.  C. 
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Annual  Banquet 

On  Friday,  March  18,  over  one  hundred  students  and  the  staff  of  the  College 
gathered  at  Spencer's  dining-room  for  the  Annual  Banquet.  The  Council  is  to 
be  congratulated  on  its  initiative  in  making  this  an  Awards  Banquet,  to  which 
all  students,  who  participate  in  extra-curricular  work,  are  invited.  Entertain- 
ment was  provided  by  Bruce  Mickleburgh,  with  an  original  dialect  poem; 
Ned  Young  with  musical  selections,  and  that  talented  trio  of  men-about-town, 
Home,  McKenzie  and  Adam,  who  gave  an  operatic  rendition  of  that  perennial 
favorite,  "Chopsticks."  We  fear  that  the  President,  Bill  Petrie,  had  an  ulterior 
motive  in  persuading  the  latter  to  play,  because  immediately  following,  when  the 
cheers  had  died  down,  he  told  the  conventional  joke.  (We  reproduce  it  else- 
where. ) 

Mr.  Elliott  proposed  the  toast  to  the  King,  and  the  presentation  of  cups  and 
prizes  followed.  Mr.  Farr  presented  the  Heyland  Cup  to  Bill  Noel,  captain  of 
the  Rugby  squad.  As  an  example  of  the  ready  wit  which  flowed  like  water  at 
the  banquet,  Mr.  Farr  referred  to  himself,  Noel,  and  the  old  cup  as  "we  three 
mugs."  As  was  remarked  later,  the  jokes  were  above  par.  Even  John  Meredith, 
when  called  upon  as  president-elect  to  say  a  few  words,  had  a  joke  to  suit  the 
occasion.  Mme.,  Sanderson-Mongin  then  presented  the  crests  to  the  Rugby  and 
men's  basketball  teams.  Mr.  Pettit  issued  the  crests  to  the  women's  basketball 
team,  and  Miss  Cann  awarded  the  badminton  cups.  As  ample  proof  of  the 
quality  of  the  dinner  served,  Miss  Cann  admitted  that  she  thinks  it  more  important 
to  play  games  than  to  read  books.  Mr.  Wallace  was  then  called  upon  to  give  a 
rapid  resume  of  the  joke  which  took  two  previous  years  to  tell,  and  to  present  the 
tokens  of  gratitude  to  Miss  Eleanor  Peden,  Mr.  Roddy  Mclnnis,  and  Mr.  Dan 
Doswell,  who  so  ably  coached  the  Rugby  and  basketball  teams  during  the  past 
year.     Thus  ended  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  functions  of  the  College  year. 


Porter  (on  train  going  to  Winnipeg  at  Christmas)  :  "I  believe  he's  got  a 
bottle  in  there." 

Charles  Bruce:  "Who,  Mickleburgh?" 

Porter:  "Naw,  not  him  !     If  it  was,  he  would  have  a  nipple  on  it." 


After  Christmas  it  was  noticed  in  Ward  9  that  some  smokers  were  so  broke 
they  were  smoking  roll-your-owns.  Others  were  even  more  broke  than  that, 
and  were  smoking  roll-someone-elses. 


Talking  about  hard  questions  to  answer:  About  the  hardest  we  came  across 
was  a  month  after  term  started  when  Philip  C.  Frith  asked  this  poser:  "Where's 
the  Bi-lab?" 


Resume  of  that  joke  which  took  two  years  to  complete  by  Mr.  Wallace:  It 
seems  there  was  a  certain  dwarf  who  was  going  to  throw  a  party.  He  wished 
to  do  it  in  grand  style,  so  he  bought  all  the  ingredients  to  make  some  really  good 
punch.  But  he  struck  a  snag  right  at  the  first  because  he  didn't  have  anything 
big  enough  in  which  to  mix  it.  At  last  he  decided  to  use  the  bath-tub.  It  proved 
to  be  a  big  job,  and  he  had  to  perch  himself  on  the  edge  to  mix  it,  and  in  doing 
so  he  fell  into  the  tub,  thereby  getting  a  little  behind  in  his  work. 
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"Eden  End" 

The  Player's  Club  production,  "Eden  End",  proved  to  be  a  decided  success 
both  financially  and  dramatically.  It  is  difficult  to  pick  out  any  one  actor  or 
actress  for  special  commendation,  for  all  did  extremely  well.  If,  however,  one 
person  is  to  be  selected,  the  choice  must  inevitably  go  to  Michael  Symons  who,  as 
Wilfred  Kirby,  the  young  colonial  determined  in  spite  of  local  handicaps,  to 
enjoy  his  long-looked-for  leave,  gave  an  excellent  performance.  His  pronounce- 
ment on  glass  eyes  and  his  admission  of  indisposition  were  highlights  of  the 
play.  Lloyd  McKenzie,  as  Charles  Appleby,  the  slightly  seedy  actor,  gave  one 
of  the  best-liked  performances,  ably  conveying  the  bibulous  actor's  cynical  though 
kindly  attitude  to  life.  Eileen  Walker  as  Sarah,  and  Bruce  Mickleburgh  as  Dr. 
Kirby,  both  turned  in  excellent  portrayals  of  their  respective  roles.  Virginia 
Chaster — in  the  part  that  may  be  considered  the  star  role  of  the  piece — as  Stella 
Kirby,  the  vivacious  and  irresponsible  actress,  carried  her  part  with  a  refreshing 
verve.  Cynthia  Musgrave  ably  portrayed  Lilian  Kirby,  the  embittered  and  re- 
pressed sister.  Victor  Turner,  as  Geoffrey  Farrent.  gave  a  very  good  perfor- 
mance of  a  convention-ridden  Englishman,  and  incidentally  gave  a  demonstration 
of  amorous  technique  that  drew  a  gasp  instead  of  a  smile  from  the  audience. 

The  Students'  Council  entertained  the  Players'  Club  and  all  who  assisted  it 
at  an  informal  reception  in  the  College  after  the  final  performance.  As  soon 
as  the  piano  could  be  transported  from  the  High  School,  the  guests  danced  for 
an  hour,  and  then  had  refreshments  in  Room  5.  Mr.  Elliott,  as  Master  of 
Ceremonies,  complimented  the  members  of  the  Club  on  their  success,  and  then 
called  upon  Miss  Harvey,  Miss  Combes  and  Mr.  Pettit  to  say  a  few  words.  Mr. 
Pettit  handed  verbal  bouquets  to  all  who  helped  in  the  production,  then  he 
called  the  individual  actors  to  give  their  impressions  of  the  audience.  A3  a  fin- 
ishing touch  to  a  very  pleasant  evening  the  men  got  together,  and  for  a  solid 
half-hour  they — : — packed  in  benches  ! 
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ls[ational  Conference  of  Canadian 
University  Students 

Winnipeg,  December  27,  1938 

During  the  last  five  days  of  1  93  7  there  took  place  the  National  Conference 
of  Canadian  University  Students.  Previous  national  gatherings  had  been  held: 
one  in  1  9  23  and  the  other  in  1  926,  both  sponsored  by  the  S.  C.  M.  It  had 
been  planned  to  call  such  a  conference  every  five  years,  but  owing  to  economic 
conditions  and  the  lack  of  enthusiastic  leaders,  the  plan  failed.  But  in  the  year 
1  93  6  the  time  seemed  to  have  come — the  idea  had  taken  hold;  and  the  seriousness 
of  problems  facing  the  students  as  Canadian  citizens  made  necessary  the  calling 
of  a  national  group:  war,  unemployment,  national  disunity,  economic  insecur- 
ity; all  necessitated  the  answer  to  the  questions:  "What  is  our  responsibility  in 
these  matters?    Can  we  any  longer  escape  accepting  it?" 

Thus,  on  the  campus  of  the  University  of  Manitoba,  five  miles  from  the  city 
of  Winnipeg,  the  N.  C.  C.  U.  S.  (as  the  conference  was  known)  took  its  place 
as  an  event  of  historical  importance  in  the  life  of  Canadian  universities  and  in 
Canadian  society. 

Three  hundred  students  of  all  religions  and  political  beliefs,  along  with  fifty 
graduates,  speakers  and  leaders,  assembled — a  modern  movement  of  university 
students  who,  in  their  discussion  groups,  talked  over  the  subject  matter  of  the 
addresses  by  the  principal  speakers:  who  vigorously  put  forth  their  ideas  in  their 
commissions;  who  listened,  intent  and  absorbed,  to  the  evening  speeches  by  such 
outstanding  men  as  Dr.  Reinhold  Neibuhr,  professor  of  Christian  Ethics  at  Union 
Theological  Seminary,  New  York;  and  Dean  Carpenter,  of  Exeter,  England;  and 
who  talked,  argued,  explained  and  questioned  in  lengthy  "bull  sessions"  in  cor- 
ridors, on  steps,  in  the  dining-room,  in  each  other's  rooms — anywhere,  and  at  all 
hours  of  the  night  and  morning  !  Though  there  were  free  hours  set  apart  each 
day  for  recreation  on  the  ice,  in  the  gym,  or  perhaps  just  a  long  walk  on  the 
snow-covered  campus,  there  was  never  anyone  doing  these  things  !  Every  dele- 
gate used  any  spare  moment  at  voluntary  sessions  with  the  untiring  leaders  or 
with  the  other  inexhaustible  delegates. 

One  of  the  first  questions  asked  at  the  Conference  was:  "Is  this  an  S.  C.  M. 
conference — an  essentially  religious  gathering?" — and  the  answer  was  a  def- 
inite "No  !"  The  Student  Christian  Movement  called  the  conference  because 
it  is  a  nation-wide  organization  and  thus  could  make  a  national  appeal  to  uni- 
versity students,  and  primarily  it  saw  the  need.  Despite  the  fact  that  it  was  not 
known  as  a  religious  gathering,  it  was  interesting  to  note  that  in  the  discussions  on 
the  topics:  Canada's  Foreign  Policy,  Productive  Enterprise,  Campus  Life.  The 
Church,  and  Education,  many  a  subject  came  to  rest  on  Christian  Principles, 
and  there  was  manifested  a  surprising  interest  in  religion. 

The  final  reports  of  these  commissions  clearly  defined  the  general  attitude 
and  frame  of  mind  of  the  Canadian  university  student — he  was  essentially  pro- 
gressive and  fundamental — he  stood  for  freedom  and  democracy,  for  higher  ed- 
ucational standards,  improved  student  administration,  for  better  campus  life 
generally.  He  stood  for  the  assumption  of  responsibility  as  a  student  and  a 
citizen,  for  greater  social  justice  and  economic  security,  for  peace — and  an  in- 
dependently determined  foreign  policy  for  Canada,  for  equality — racial,  religious 
and  sexual,  and  for  national  unity. 
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Every  college  and  university  in  Canada  was  represented  at  the  Conference 
from  Dalhousie  University,  in  Halifax,  to  Victoria  College,  in  Victoria.  Our 
College  sent  three  delegates  to  Winnipeg,  who  joined  the  delegates  from  the 
University  of  British  Columbia,  and  this  group  was  known  at  the  Conference  as 
the  B.  C.  delegation. 

The  Conference  was  mainly  intense,  enthusiastic  work,  but  no  delegate  could 
ever  forget  the  days  in  residence  at  the  University,  or  the  time  spent  on  the  train 
— the  cars  full  of  hilarious  and  argumentative  conferees  who  worried  the  pas- 
sengers with  discussions  on  "What  Is  Religion?",  who  harassed  the  porters  with 
cries  of  "Where  are  my  rubbers?",  who  alarmed  the  citizens  of  the  railway  stops 
with  shouts  of  "Here  we  are  !",  and  who  descended  upon  Winnipeg  with  bulging 
reports  and  ready  tongues,  determined  to  allay  the  usual  conception  of  college 
students  as  an  "irresponsible,  rashly-radical  crowd  of  rah-rah  boys." 

The  one  and  only  fault  in  a  wonderfully  organized  Conference  was  that  the 
delegates  could  easily  have  used  another  two  weeks  for  wider  discussion  on  the 
main  topics,  for  closer  contact  with  the  outstanding  speakers,  and  for  the  exten- 
sion of  newly-formed  friendships  with  other  delegates. 

Rene  Watson 


To  Modern  Art 

I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 
A  painting  lovely  as  can  be. 

A  painting  full  of  coloured  spots 
And  smudgy  lines  or  crimson  blots. 

And  purple  lightning  here  and  there, 
Or  is  it  a  lady  on  a  stair? 

I  do  not  know,  I  cannot  tell, 

It  seems  to  me  it  looks  like — well — . 

A  painting  with  its  face  close-prest 
Against  the  wall  on  which  it  rests. 

(But  when  that  face  is  turned  to  me 
There's  lots  more  things  I'd  rather  see.) 

I  may  be  dumb — at  least  not  smart — 
I  just  don't  "get"  this  Modern  Art. 

Some  like  it  or  pretend  they  do; 
To  them  I  say:  "Chacun  son  gout." 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me, 
But  paintings  never  ought  to  be. 

"A  Pre-Raphaelite" 
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It's  Cheaper  to  Charter  .  .  . 

•  Keep  the  crowd  together  and  save  money  by  chartering  our  coaches  for 
picnics,  sports  meets,  etc. 

•  We  will  be  glad  to  quote  low  charter  rates  to  any  point  on  Vancouver 
Island.    Phone  E  mpire  1177  for  details. 

VANCOUVER  ISLAND  COACH  LINES  Ltd. 


ARCTIC  STUDIO 

For  That  Special  Gift 

Native  Carvings  in  Wood,  Ivory 
and  Silver.  Baskets  and  Moca- 
sins.  Brasses  from  India.  Aus- 
tralian Mulga  Wood.  Lovely 
line  of  Chrome  and  Copper 
Bowls  and  Vases. 

615  Fort  St.  Phone  G  3952 
(Please  note  change  of  address) 


Sjuitentt'n  Sag  (Company 

INCORPORATED  2ND  MAY  1670 

Come  to  "THE  BAY" 

for  good  clothes 
for  a  good  time 

Visit  our  Special  Junior  Shop — 
Fashion  Floor 


Hats  Cleaned  and  Blocked 

Try  Our 
Carpet  Cleaning  Department 

CAR  UPHOLSTERY 
Expertly  Cleaned 

Phone  E  693  2  -  75  8  Yatss  St. 


A  Fine  Assortment  of 
LUGGAGE    AND    LEATHER  GOODS 

Always  in  stock  at 

McM  ARTIN'S 

Phone  G  arden  6613  7  1  6  Yates  Street 

Repairs  a  Specialty 
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LEFT  TO  RIGHT  (Front  Row)  :  Lanigan.  Hudson,  Osier.  Mclnnes  (Backfield 
Coach),  Noel  (Captain),  Williams,  McLauchlan,  Miller;    SECOND  ROW: 
Symons,  White.  Adam,  Colvin,  McLean,  Smith;   THIRD  ROW: 
MacDonald,  Hughes,  Hemmingsen,  Boyd,  Takahashi, 
McKay;  FOURTH  ROW:  Whittaker,  Stur- 
roch,  Brodigan.  Absent, 
Dos  well  (Coach) . 
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Rugby 

After  a  short  and  unsuccessful  trial  in  the  Senior  A  League,  the  College 
team  dropped  back  to  the  Ir.termediate  section,  winning  the  first  half  in  six 
straight  victories. 

In  the  second  half  the  boys  seemed  to  lose  most  of  their  aggressiveness,  but 
they  managed  to  finish  second,  behind  the  Oak  Bay  Wanderers.  The  team 
crashed  through  for  a  glorious  triumph  in  the  cup  final,  a  try  by  McLean  and 
a  field  goal  by  Noel  giving  College  7  points  to  the  Wanderers'  6.  The  lads 
really  worked  hard  for  this  battle,  and  it  was  a  team  of  fifteen  fighting  men 
who  brought  the  Heyland  Cup  back  to  dear  old  College. 

Two  major  exhibition  games  were  played  at  Macdonald  Park.  College 
opened  the  season  with  a  fine  win  over  West  Vancouver  Barbarians,  8  to  6,  but 
lost  byi  a  score  of  7  to  0  to  the  Varsity  Second  team  in  the  preliminary  to  the 
McKechnie  Cup  game. 

In  the  Kiwanis  Cup  classic  against  Victoria  High  School,  the  Blue  and 
Gold  emerged  victorious  by  a  margin  of  9  to  8  after  a  thrilling  struggle.  This 
game  was  played  before  800  spectators. 

Apart  from  the  enthusiasm  and  hard  work  of  the  players  themselves,  the 
principal  reason  for  their  success  was  the  expert  and  untiring  instruction  of  Dan 
Doswell  and  Roddy  Mclnnes.  Thanks  are  likewise  due  to  the  supporters  of  the 
team,  especially  to  Mr.  Bob  Wallace,  and  also  to  Mr.  Harry  Eastham,  Bill  Whar- 
ton and  Major  J.  C.  MacDonald. 


Coach  Ta\\s 

By  Dan  Doswell 

BILL  NOEL,  Captain — One  of  the  finest  players  ever  to  oerform  for  College. 
"SMILEY"  MCKAY,  Vice-Captain — Shows  much  promise;   must  be  more  ag- 
gressive. 

TOM  McLAUCHLAN — A  second-year  man  who  has  never  let  us  down. 
"DOC"  MILLER — Has  been  a  big  help  as  a  utility  man. 
AL  HUDSON — Should  be  heard  from  at  Varsity. 

GERRY  WHITE — Barring  injuries,  has  the  makings  of  a  fine  three-quarter. 

HUGH  MACDONALD— A  hard  tackier  and  a  tireless  worker;  plenty  of  team  spirit. 

JACK  LANIGAN — Not  so  big.  but  has  plenty  of  fight. 

JOE  ADAM — A  boy  who  will  get  along  wherever  he  may  be. 

DON  MCLEAN — A  freshman  who  has  become  a  great  front  line  forward. 

TOM  OSLER — A  swell  fellow  and  a  really  smart  wing  three-quarter. 

BILL  BRODIGAN — A  player  who  shows  great  promise.    Plenty  of  fight. 

RITCHIE  WILLIAMS — A  valuable  man  on  any  team. 

"MIKE"  SYMONS — A  smart  all-round  player  and  a  real  gentleman. 

CHRIS  SMITH — A  nonchalant  but  steady  full-back,  with  great  possibilities. 

NORM  COLVIN — Has  played  well.    Would  do  better  with  practice. 

DON  STURROCK — A  hard-tackling  backfield  man.    Has  plenty  of  ability. 

PHIL  WHITTAKER — Starred  in  the  Kiwanis  Cup  game. 

DAVID  BOYD — Turned  in  a  steady  game  at  hook  or  break-away  whenever  called 
upon. 

Bob   Hemminqsen,   John   MacDonald,    Bruce   Wright   and   Dacie   Gunn  have 
never  let  the  team  down  when  they  were  needed. 
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SMART  APPAREL  -  SPORTS  CLOTHES 
and  SHOES 

New  Styles  and  Superior  Qualities  .  .  .  Priced  to  Suit  Your  Purse  .  .  .You 
are  marching  right  into  summer,  when  you  will  need  many 
necessities  for  Sports  and  Outing  Wear. 

Spencer's  offers  you  an  almost  unlimited  choice 

DAVID  SPENCER,  LIMITED 


HAYWARD'S"  B.C. 
FUNERAL  Co. 

Established  1867 

7  34  Broughton  Street 
VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

This  is  our  Seventieth 
Anniversary  of 
Business  in 
Victoria 


PHONES : 

E  3614  -  G  7679  -  E  4065 
Reginald  Hayward 

Secretary  and  Director 


TERRY'S 

RENDEZVOUS 

Where  Everybody  Meets 

Everybody  Else  in  Victoria 


LUNCHES,  TEAS,  DINNERS 
REFRESHMENTS 

SODA  FOUNTAIN 


DANCING 
Wednesday  &  Saturday  Nights 

TERRY'S  LTD. 

Department  Drug  Store 


Tennis  Racquets  »  »  » 


When  Buying  a  Racquet.  See  Our  Large  Stock. 
Finest  Tennis  Repair  Work. 


PEDEN  BROS.,  LIMITED 


1410  Douglas  Street 


VI 


B.  C. 
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Mens  Bas\etball 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT   (Front  Row)  :  McArthur,  Bate,  Williams,  Hartley,  Adam, 
Hughes;    BACK  ROW:  Miller,  Purdy.  McKeachie,  Ekins. 
White,  Home.  Elliott  {Coach).    Absent.  Brodigan. 

A  well-balanced  basketball  team  was  organized  in  January,  under  the  ex- 
perienced coaching  of  Frank  "Bomber"  Elliott. 

Unfortunately  it  was  not  possible  to  enter  a  league,  but  a  series  of  good 
games  were  played  against  Victoria  High  School.  An  eight-man  team  was 
chosen  for  each  game  from  the  following  players:  Ian  McKeachie,  Bill  Brodigan, 
Mel  Hughes.  Jim  Purdy,  Colenso  Miller,  Ritchie  Williams,  Walter  Ekins,  Gerry 
White,  Bob  Home,  Gordon  Hartley,  Jim  McArthur,  Cliff  Bate  and  Joe  Adam. 
To  date  the  College  men  have  won  one  and  lost!  two  games  to  the  High  School 
Boys. 

On  a  number  of  occasions  a  group  of  five  of  the  hardier  lads  has  journeyed 
to  Normal  School,  and  there  engaged  the  prospective  pedagogues  in  fast  and 
furious  tussles,  winning  the  game  only  when  that  idea  occurred  to  them. 

Practice  games  were  also  played  with  two  smart  Intermediate  A  squads,  the 
Crescents  and  St.  Louis  Alumni  and  with  Mount  View  High  School. 


We  mustn't  forget  Mr.  Raines'  little  joke:  "Why  did  the  fly  fly?"  "Be- 
cause the  spider  spied  her." 


Our  great  editor,  Charles  Bruce,  is  greatly  handicapped  by  his  inability  to 
read,  write  or  think,  especially  on  the  typewriter.  However,  he  has  a  great  men- 
tality and  is  learning  fast,  and  is  getting  along  very  well  with  the  pick-and-peck 
system.  He  still  can't  add  yet — but  he  will  find  this  quite  handy  when  he  comes 
to  balance  the  Annual  Budget. 
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Member : 

Florists'  Telegraph  Delivery 
Ass'n;    Society  of  American 
Florists. 

THE  POSYSHOP 

FLOWERS 
for  All  Occasions  I 

Phone  G  5422  :  Night,  G  4682 
623  Fort  St.  (Pemberton  Bldg. ) 


Compliments 
of 

Columbia  Paper  Co. 

Limited 


"Just  Say  CHARGE  IT" 

No  Cash  Down — No  Extra 
Cost. 

MM 

Plume  Shop,  Ltd. 

747  Yates  St.      Phone  E  5621 


flamed  Adam 

Particular  Grocer 
Fort  Street  at  Cook 


For  a 

DRESS.  HAT,  SUIT 
or  COAT 

TERVO'S 

722  Yates  Street,  Victoria,  B.  C 


•'Say  It  With  Flowers" 

BROWN'S  VICTORIA 
NURSERIES,  LTD. 

Leading-  Florists  and  Seedsmen 

Flowers  for  Every  Occasion  ! 
Anywhere  and  Anytime  ! 

We  carry  a  Full  Line  of  Flower 
and  Vegetable  Seeds. 

Members:   F.T.D.  Ass'n. 

Phones:   G  6612  -  G  3521 
618  View  St.         Victoria,  B.  C. 


Really  Fresh  Flowers 

Specialists  in 
BOUQUETS  &  WREATHS 

Seeds  -  Plants  -  Grass  Seed. 
Bulbs  -  Fertilizers 
Insecticides. 

Ballantyne  Bros.,  Ltd. 

We  telegraph  flowers  anywhere 
1211  Douglas      Phone  G  2421 


Precision  Quality  .  .  . 
LITTLE  &  TAYLOR 

"As  Always  .  .  .  Quality 
Merchandise." 

1209  DOUGLAS  STREET 
(Sayward  Bldg.)    Phone  G  5812 


[  Page  Forty-Four  \ 


The  Ctaigdavvoch 


Women  s  Bas\etba\\ 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT  (Front  Row)  :  D.  McBain,  B.  Harris.  A.  Morrison.  E.  Lettice, 
A.  Hughes:    BACK  ROW:  R.  J.  McLaughlan.  W.  Bennett 
{Captain).  E.  Peden.  R.  Chatham.  E.  Mackie. 

The  women's  sports  this  year  were  really  unique.  A  sweeping  statement, 
we  know,  but  well-founded  on  fact.  The  basketball  team  was  unique  in  that 
it  was  consistent  in  the  results  of  its  games.  Every  game  ended  with  a  decision 
against  the  College.  Any  sportsman,  however,  realizes  how  little  a  score  indi- 
cates the  calibre  of  the  game.  From  the  point  of  view  of  winning  games  and 
getting  large  scores,  quite  frankly,  the  girls  were  unsuccessful.  On  the  other 
hand,  from  the  point  of  view  of  enjoying  their  practices,  getting  into  or  out 
of  shape  as  the  case  may  have  demanded,  learning  how  to  lose  gracefully  (that  is 
a  feat),  and  what,  we  feel,  is  more  important,  doing  their  best — these  things 
the  girls'  basketball  team  did  accomplish.  The  coach.  Eleanor  Peden.  turned  in 
another  very  good  year  of  efficient  and  encouraging  coaching,  and  the  girls  are 
deeply  grateful  for  it.  If  the  girls  could  have  had  even  two  practices  a  week, 
under  Eleanor's  careful  instructions,  we  know  this  report  would  have  been  dif- 
ferent. 

The  grass  hockey  team  was  to  have  been  coached  by  Sheila  Swift,  but  as  some 
people  who  would  have  liked  to  play  found  that  they  could  not  spare  everv  Sat- 
urday morning,  it  was  decided  that  we  should  not  have  a  team  this  year. 

In  conclusion,  we  would  like  to  offer  our  thanks  to  Eleanor  Peden  for  her 
generous  diligence  and  our  best  wishes  for  the  success  of  Women's  Sports  next 
year. 


One  of  those  unforgettable  impressions  we  received  at  College  was  the 
memory  of  the  look  on  Philip  C.  Frith's  face  when  he  came  to  an  English  lecture 
five  minutes  late  and  found  Miss  Cann  nor  vet  there. 
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Badminton 

The  Badminton  Club  had  a  membership  of  43  during  the  season  1937-38. 
The  College  had  the  use  of  the  Willows  courts  on  Monday,  Wednesday  and 
Friday  afternoons. 

A  successful  American  mixed-handicap  tournament  was  held  on  November 
24,  about  twenty-four  players  participating.  The  winners  were  Nedra  De  Beck 
and  Dave  Waddell. 

The  Club  played  only  one  outside  game,  against  the  Willows  Juniors,  win- 
ning this  game  14-2. 

The  Club  championships  were  held  from  March  7  to  1  6  and  some  excellent 
matches  were  played  among  the  twenty-seven  players  who  participated.  Five 
challenge  cups  were  competed  for,  the  winners  being: 

Men's  Open  Singles — Dave  Waddell. 

Women's  Open  Singles — Rene  Watson. 

Mixed  Open  Doubles — Jean  and  Dave  Waddell. 

Mixed  Doubles  Handicap — Ray  Adamson  and  Hugh  Ford. 

Women's  Open  Doubles — Bunty  Chatham  and  Joyce  Thomson. 

The  winners  of  the  Men's  Handicap  Doubles  for  which  there  was  no  trophy, 
were  Keary  De  Beck  and  Victor  Klukewich. 

The  members  of  the  College  team  were  Ray  Adamson,  Joyce  Thomson, 
Jacie  Tweed,  Rene  Watson.  Jean  Waddell.  Hugh  Ford,  Michael  Symons,  Hugh 
MacDonald  and  Dave  Waddell. 

Our  President  brought  honour  to  the  College  Club  when  he  won  the  B.  C. 
Junior  Men's  Singles  in  February — and  another  member,  Dave  Waddell,  was 
runner-up  in  the  Victoria  Club  championships. 


Mike  Brand:  "Is  it  true  that  Council  members  get  two  free  tickets  to  the 
Varsity  Ball?" 

Ray:  "Yes,  that's  right." 

Mike:  ''Okay,  borrow  your  Dad's  car  and  I'll  take  you." 


Mr.  Elliott  tells  us.  that  in  order  to  escape  Nelson  Eddy's  trouble  of  having 
feminine  admirers  always  clamoring  for  a  lock  of  his  curly  hair,  he  has  been 
compelled  to  wear  his  hair  straight.  But  you  can't  fool  us,  Mr.  Elliott.  If  you 
were  as  popular  as  all  that  you  would  be.  bald  by  now. 


Miss  Cann  once  told  us  of  a  teacher  down  East  who  wrote  upon  the  black- 
board and  left  there,  in  continual  sight  of  the  children,  all  words  the  children 
should  never  use.  One  of  the  words  was  ''whiskey".  We  wonder  why  the  word 
"Scotch"  was  not  also  upon  the  board. 


Harold  Parrott:  "Miss  Cann,  what's  the  difference  between  a  simile  and  a 
metaphor'" 

Miss  Cann:  "  'You  are  like  a  rat'  is  a  simile:  but  'You  rat  !'  is  a  metaphor." 
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Utrinna  Olnllnj? 

In  affiliation  with  the  University 
of  British  Columbia 

LOCATED  AT  VICTORIA.  B.  C,  in  the  heart  of  the  best 
residential  section  of  the  City — providrs  exceptional  op- 
portunities to  students  taking  the  first  two  years  of  the 
Arts  or  Commerce  Courses,  the  work  being  the  same  as  that  of  the 
University. 


First  year  in  Arts  is  necessary  for 
those  intending  to  proceed  to 
courses  in  Applied  Science. 


BOARD  OF  SCHOOL  TRUSTEES 

Victoria,  B.  C. 
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Bannocks  Burnt  or  The  Fat's  V  The  Fire 

Dedicated  wi'  love  an'  hisses  tae  Dainty  Dannie  an'  Roderick  Dhu  (What) . 
Wi'  apologies  tae  Robbie  Burns,  an'  nane  tae  them  that  it  concerns. 

Lads  wha  hae  for  Wallace  bled, 
Lads  wha  frae  the  Bays  hae  fled. 
Next  time  kick  'em  i'  the  head, 
An'    win   great   victorie  ! 

Saturday  an'  three's  the  hour, 

See  the  front  o'  scrums  a-lower, 

See  approach  the  proud  Bay's  power, 

Bays  wi'  weight  an'  knaverie  ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Better  ye  should  fill  a  grave 
Than  the  field  tae  rin  an'  lave. 

College  !    College  !   Mak'  'em  flee  ! 

Wha  for  Wallace,  lion,  braw, 
Will  not  pull  a  hidden  ba', 
Fight  like  deils  or  squashed  fa'? 

Vic'  Collegians  on  wi'  me  ! 

By  the  opposition's  pain, 
Do  ye  get  your  greatest  gain, 
Tackle  'em  wi'  might  an'  main, 

Our'n  the  victory  sha'  be  ! 

Lay  the  doubting  seniors  low  ! 
One  mair  oot  means  weaker  foe  !> 
Black  an  e'e  wi'  every  blow  ! 

Forward,  lads  !     We  want  a  trie  ! 

By  Miss  Susie  Sideline, 

(Victoria  College,  '37.  '38.) 

—A.  T.  H. 


GRESHAM  HOSIERY 

These  Lovely  Stockings  are  Styled  to  give  that  extra 
beauty  and  wear  the  smart  woman  demands  ! 


Hand-Inspected    .    .    .    for  Perfection  of  Fit  and  Finish  ! 


Knee-Hi  Chiffons    75c     Full  Length  Chiffons  75c 
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Fifty-Two  Years 

Prescription  Specialists  :: 

Prescriptions  accurately  dis- 
pensed of  drugs  of  the  highest 
quality,  by  qualified  pharma- 
cists. 

Victoria's  Leading  Prescription 
Store.  W.  H.  Bland,  Mgr. 

The  Owl  Drug  Co.,  Ltd. 

Campbell  Bldg. 
Phones:    G  2112  -  G  0159 


SPORTS  TROUSERS    .    .  . 
.     .    TWEEDS  -  FLANNELS 
Plain  Shades.  Smart  Checks  I 

Styled  for  Young  Men  ...  20 
to  23  inch  bottoms. 

$3.50  -  $3.95  -  $4.50  -  $5.00 

PRICE     SMITH,  LTD. 

6  1 4  Yates  Street 


FOR  STYLE  AND 
QUALITY 

O.  H.  DORMAN 

Men's  Clothing  and 
Furnishings 

1328  Douglas  St. 


We  Will  String  Your 

TENNIS  RACQUET 

Good,  tight  job,  $2.50 

Victoria  Sporting 
Goods  Co. 

1002  Broad  St.    Phone  G  6614 


Sty? 

Htfinrta  Satly  Oftmrs 

"The  Home  Paper" 


Business  Office  Phone:   E  mpire  4175 
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Letter  To  The  Editor 

Dear  Sir, 

Speaking  of  the  second  generation  of  Canadian-born  Orientals,  may  I  pre- 
sent one  phase  of  the  problem  which  has  reference  particularly  to  those  students 
in  Colleges  and  Universities,  who  are  training  to  be  specialists  in  the  fields  of 
science,  law,  medicine,  or  in  branches  of  the  industrial  life  of  Canada.  Beyond  a 
doubt  some  of  the  difficulties  confronting  these  Orientals,  even  though  they  are 
highly  trained,  are  almost  impossible  to  surmount.  In  British  Columbia,  for 
example,  practically  no  opening  is  offered  for  research  work  in  the  field  of  me- 
chanical or  electrical  engineering.  Similarly,  there  has  been  little  or  no  record 
of  Canadian-born  Orientals  being  employed  by  the  Government  in  the  civil 
service,  nor  in  public  educational  institutions.  In  short,  Canadians  of  Oriental 
extraction,  educated  and  reared  in  Canada,  are  literally  forced  to  seek  employment 
suitable  to  their  talents,  outside  of  the  very  country  in  which  they  were  brought 
up.  Certainly  a  very  unsatisfactory  situation — one  that  is  detrimental  to  the 
welfare  of  a  growing  Canada. 

But  what  of  those  students,  who  decided  to  remain  in  this  country  with  its 
rich,  undeveloped  resources?  Because  of  the  lack  of  opportunities,  they  are 
forced  to  utilize  their  superior  mental  training  in  the  field  of  manual  labour, 
displacing  the  less-educated  labouring  class. 

Such  then,  is  the  dilemma  facing  these  university-trained  specialists.  Let  us 
hope  that,  with  the  passing  of  years,  more  provision  will  be  given  towards  the 
satisfactory  absorption  of  Canadian  university-trained  workers — regardless  of 
racial  extraction — into  the  economic  life  of  Canada. 

Yours  sincerely, 

H.  Hope. 


Santa  Clans  Forgot 

— a  reliable  "yes"  man  to  relieve  thoss  dead  silences  in  chemistry. 

— a  megaphone  so  that  the  Registrar  could  make  himself  heard. 

— a  genuine  sense  of  humour,  or  a  gag,  for  Tom  Anstey. 

— a  bull-hide  instead  of  a  couger  skin  for  Ward  9. 

— a  "SILENCE"  notice  in  the  library  that  produces  results. 

— an  inspiration  for  the  dope  who  turned  out  this  junk. 

— some  contributions  to  the  Annual. 

— something  Mr.  Elliott  can  believe  in  without  reservation. 


This  year  saw  something  new:  A  chess  tournament.  As  we  go  to  press, 
Mcintosh  and  Mickleburgh  are  tied  for  the  leadership,  with  the  final  play- 
downs  imminent.  Since  one  or  two  began  playing,  the  "craze"  has  spread  like 
wild-fire,  and  there  are  now  a  score  of  enthusiastic  players.  A  chess  club  is  in 
the  process  of  formation. 
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A  Modern  Torquemada 

Visitors  no  doubt  comment  on  its  picturesque  appearance,  the  fairy-like 
unreality  of  its  silhouette  on  the  sky-line,  and  its  resemblance  to  those  last  strong- 
holds of  romance — the  medieval  castles.  Unfortunately,  those  same  castles  had 
their  dark  side,  too.  I  remember  some  years  ago  several  grubby  urchins  wandering 
around  the  then  "Dunsmuir  Castle,"  apprehensively  looking  in  the  windows 
for  the  instruments  of  torture  that  surely,  if  the  tales  were  correct,  should  be  found 
in  such  a  stronghold.  That  notion  faded  with  the  years,  dismissed  as  the  morbid 
romancings  of  a  child's  mind.  It  was  only  lately  that  I  realized  that  those 
childish  suspicions  had  become,  in  the  course  of  years,  a  very  hard  reality.  It  has 
been  forced  on  me  (this  year)  that  the  castle  now  houses  engines  of  torture  which 
would  have  set  the  most  sadistic  inquisitor  gibbering  with  hellish  delight. 

Now  I  would  not  be  misunderstood.  I  do  not  refer  to  the  staff.  They  are 
indeed  at  times  a  most  effective  counter-irritant.  I  refer  to  the  "seats".  The 
attempt  to  comprehend  a  being,  capable  of  building  such  racks,  staggers  the  mind. 
He  must  have  kicked  widows  and  orphans,  and  robbed  stray  dogs  in  his  spare 
time.  One  wonders  what  induced  this  terrible  revenge  on  humanity — a  revenge 
that  strikes  at  humanity's  very  base. 

But  enough  of  this  speculation.  Being  the  soul  of  disinterested  humanitarian- 
ism  I  have  spent  much  time  classifying  possible  seating  postures  and  testing  their 
various  merits.  I  have  hoped  by  this  research  to  devise  a  technique  to  outwit 
the  above-mentioned  fiend,  and  so  enable  the  lectures  to  fulfil  their  high  purpose 
(that  of  lullabies)  instead  of  continually  having  that  purpose  frustrated  by  acute 
physical  discomfort.  There  are,  then,  three  chief  postures.  The  first  is  to  sit 
well  back  in  the  seat:  this  produces  a  bent-over  posture,  inclining  onlookers  to 
suppose  that  the  subject  has  a  stomach-ache.  Their  mistake  is,  of  course,  geo- 
graphical. The  second  is  to  balance  on  the  top  of  the  slats  of  the  seats:  this  is 
truly  the  refinement  of  agony,  and  is  only  recommended  for  those  who  believe 
in  mortifying  the  flesh.  The  final  method  is  to  assume  a  semi-prone  position: 
this  I  submit  is  the  most  satisfactory;  not  only  is  it  most  comfortable,  but  it  also 
removes  one  from  the  lecturer's  view,  thus  enabling  one  to  slumber  undisturbed 
except  for  the  groans  of  comrades  in  misery. 

The  situation  is  well-nigh  hopeless;  for  anything  else  a  sit-down  strike 
would  be  in  order,  but  in  this  case  .  .  .  Our  sole  comfort  must  be  that  through- 
out the  ages  those  who  have  truly  sought  wisdom  and  learning  have  suffered 
in  their  search.  If  the  converse  be  true  we  shall  leave  Victoria  College  geniuses 
or  cripples. 

Walt  Kitley 


//  Telephone  E  MPIRE  4141 

'Jzte^    Hairdressing  Parlors 

Permanent  Wave  Specialists  at  David  Spencer,  Limited,  Victoria,  B.  C. 


TAXI  «  «  GRAY  LINE  CAB  »  »  G-4151 

Gray  Line  Buses    -  -      -    Low  Charter  Trips 
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The  Average  Student 

The  average  student  of  Victoria  College  leads  a  rather  active  existence  when 
it  comes  to  climbing  stairs.  At  the  end  of  every  lecture  he  is  ruthlessly  roused 
from  a  restless  slumber  into  which  he  had  been  lulled  by  the  dulcet  tones  of  pro- 
fessors' voices  and,  encumbered  with  books,  he  has  to  make  his  way  as  best  he  can 
up,  or  perhaps  down,  several  flights  of  stairs,  before  he  can  again  resume  his  re- 
pose. 

On  the  average  day  a  conscientious  student  ascends  and  descends  approxi- 
mately three  hundred  and  twenty  stairs.  Of  course,  if — and  this  will  apply 
more  to  feminine  students — he  or  she  repeatedly  forgets  things  and  has  to  return 
for  them,  this  average  may  quite  easily  be  doubled,  making  a  total  of  six  hundred 
and  forty  stairs.  Supposing  a  student — in  this  case  a  "he" — was  so  absorbed 
in  conversation  with  another  student — in  this  case  a  "she" — that  he  forgot  to 
to  stop  off  at  the  right  floor,  he  might  even  triple  the  average.  And  this  is  only 
in  one  day.  In  a  week  the  average  student  will  probably  have  climbed  up  and 
down  no  fewer  than  one  thousand,  eight  hundred  and  sixty  stairs.  And  the 
conscientious  student  who  attends  every  day  of  the  session  has  to  climb  approx- 
imately sixty-five  thousand,  nine  hundred  and  sixty  stairs. 

Consider  the  time  element  which  is  inextricably  intertwined  in  this  important 
problem  of  stair-climbing.  Every  day  the  poor  benighted  student  spends  five  or 
more  precious  minutes  climbing  stairs,  every  year  he  spends  one  thousand  and 
sixteen  or  more  precious  minutes  climbing  stairs.  It  is  truly  a  wonder  he  gets 
time  for  anything  else. 

Again,  I  say,  this  estimate  is  a  very  conservative  one.  It  does  not  include  the 
time  taken  by  those  students  who  pause  upon  each  step  and  meditate  over  life  and 
last  night's  date.  Nor  does  it  include  the  time  taken  by  those  who,  galvanized 
into  action  by  a  beastly  little  buzzer,  race  up  and  down  stairs  seemingly  blind 
to  anyone  who  might  be  ahead  of  them. 

And  now  we  should  be  fully  acquainted  with  the  problem  of  stair  climbing. 

A.  Freshman 


"Live  and  Win  With  Life  Insurance" 

For  the  most  modern  policies  see 
J.  W.  HUDSON,  C.L.U.,  Vancouver  Island  Manager 

NORTH  AMERICAN  LIFE 
ASSURANCE  COMPANY 

(  A  Purely  Mutual  Company) 
205-6-7  Sayward  Bldg.  Victoria,  B.  C. 


Distinctive  English  a 

OVERCOATS  » 

I   GORDON  ELLIS  Ltd. 

for  Ladies 

a?              1107  Government  St. 
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Popularity  With  Profs.  "How  She  Is  Got 

W 

1.  Skip  lectures  at  any  or  all  times.  If  the  prof,  doesn't  look  twice  at  you 
when  you  enter,  you've  been  attending  too  often.  (Skipping  is  made  easy  by 
finding  someone  else  with  the  same  idea  and  going  over  the  reasons  for  said 
skip.  You've  been  working  too  hard  lately  and  need  a  rest,  and  know  the  sub- 
ject perfectly,  anyway.)  Any  time  that  you  do  attend,  don't  arrive  on  time. 
If  no  one  wanders  in  late,  the  hours  seem  too  long,  and  the  prof,  gets  the  idea 
that  everyone  is  interested  in  the  subject  (a  great  fear  all  profs,  possess.)  Any 
semblance  of  being  awake  makes  lecturers  self-conscious,  so  don't  take  chances, 
even  if  you  have  to  stay  out  all  night  to  be  cured. 

2.  Side  remarks  to  your  neighbor  help  greatly  to  show  the  teacher  how  very 
smart  and  witty  you  are.  A  low  mumble  throughout  the  room  is  always  wel- 
comed by  Mr.  Wallace — it  helps  him  no  end  to  emphasize  important  points. 

3.  Unless  already  resigned  to  failure,  never  laugh  at  the  jokes  of  you  know 
who  !  Always  talk  back  to  Madame  (she  has  a  secret  horror  of  someday  meeting 
a  polite  student.)  If  you  do  her  assignments,  she'll  give'  you  some  harder  ones, 
in  which  case  you  might  learn  some  French — a  major  catastrophe. 

4.  The  Library,  halls,  and  Commons,  are  a  heaven  to  popularity  seekers. 
Whistling,  loud  talking,  wrestling,  and  near-riots  are  priceless.  A  fast-moving 
chair  against  almost  anything  has  unlimited  appeal. 

5.  Few  things  have  as  much  promise  as  rocks,  sticks,  or  anything  handy 
landing  on  the  roof  of  the  Bi-Lab.  Lack  of  this  playful  gesture  would  allow 
the  slaves  to  get  some  work  done,  and  you  wouldn't  want  anything  like  that  to 
happen.    After  all,  you  must  remember  you're  in  College  now. 

6.  Last,  but  by  no  means  least  (a  hackneyed  expression,  but  I'm  not  being 
paid  anyway)  is  the  matter  of  taking  the  proper  books  to  lectures.  Definitely 
taboo  !  Just  not  done,  that's  all.  Think  how  much  chummier  it  is  to  lean 
over  someone  else  to  read.  Then,  too,  by  not  having  a  book  you  will  find  that 
you  won't  be  troubled  with  knowing  your  assignments,  which  are  just  a  teacher's 
whim,  anyway. 

Use  of  these  ideas  and  strict  adherence  to  these  rules  will  make  College  life  much 
more  interesting,  far  gayer  (and  a  lot  longer) . 

A  friend  and  critic  who  has  read  this  commented  that  I  was  er — ah — a  bit — 
ah — eccentric.    He  can't  kid  me — I'm  nuts  ! 

I.  MCK. 


J.  PARKER  BUCKLE  PRINTING  CO.,  LIMITED 
Commercial  Printers  and  Publishers 
Telephone  E  991  3  1024-26  Blanshard  St.,  Victoria,  B.  C. 
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Poor  Thing 


She  was  small  and  trim,  and  her  walk  was  so  sprightly  that  strangers  often 
thought  she  was  a  young  girl,  until  they  saw  her  rosy,  wrinkled  face  and  the 
fine  white  hair.  Yet  Deborah  was  not  a  modern  grandmother,  spending  half 
her  time  in  a  beauty  "shoppe"  and  the  other  half  at  teas  and  matinees.  She 
had  never  had  any  children  of  her  own,  and  so,  because  she  loved  children,  she 
spent  most  of  her  time  making  molasses  cookies  for  those  of  her  neighbors.  The 
rest  of  her  time  she  spent  in  her  bright,  orderly  garden  and  in  the  spotless  little 
houss  where  she  had  lived  with  her  husband,  and  where  she  now  lived  with  her 
black  and  white  cat. 

People  said  that  Deborah  must  be  very  lonely  living  there  by  herself,  poor 
thing.  And  because  she  was  such  a  respectable  old  lady  and  because  their  children 
liked  her  so  much,  they  would  send  the  children  over  to  Deborah's  for  the  aft- 
ernoon while  they  went  out  to  play  a  game  of  bridge.  Then,  over  their  hostess's 
best  china  they  would  talk  about  her,  and  wonder  what  interests  she  could  have 
to  keep  her  happy.  They  felt  sorry  for  poor  old  Deborah,  and  they  always 
finished  by  feeling  smug  and  secure  in  their  own  lives. 

Deborah  did  not  resent  their  condescension  and  pity,  of  which  she  was  well 
aware.  She  made  no  retort;  indeed  Deborah  never  said  very  much.  She  just 
went  briskly  and  cheerfully  and  quietly  about  her  own  business. 

She  never  wanted  for  company.  Young  girls  would  sob  out  their  woes  or 
her  sympathetic  shoulders,  and  at  twilight  a  youth  would  lean  against  the  door- 
jamb,  and  in  jerky,  embarrassed  sentences  tell  his  story  to  Deborah.  Children 
came  to  her — they  came,  crying,  to  her  skirts  with  their  cuts  and  bruises,  and  they 
came  to  her  laughing  and  triumphant  with  the  first  flowers  of  spring,  or  a  new 
puppy.     People  came  to  her  for  peace.    They  were  never  disappointed. 

She  became  almost  a  fixture.  She  had  always  been  there;  she  would  always 
be  there.  But  one  day  Deborah  died.  "Poor  old  Deborah,"  and  "Well,  she's  gone 
to  join  her  husband,  she  was  lonesome,  poor  thing,"  said  the  neighbors,  and  then 
they  went  home  feeling  strangely  uncertain  in  their  minds,  and  strangely  empty. 


Mary  J.  Pearce 
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Suspicion 

Jimmy  Thane  bumped  into  a  tall  grey-clad  figure  in  front  of  him,  and  swore 
under  his  breath. 

"Gimme  a  ticket  to  Centralia,"  he  growled,  to  the  man  behind  the  wicket 
in  the  bus  depot. 

His  squat,  somewhat  shabby  appearance  was  conspicuous  amongst  the  other 
passengers  waiting  in  line.  A  nervous,  short-sighted  man,  in  an  ill-fitting  serge 
suit  took  his  place.  Jimmy  pushed  on  toward  the  west  bound  bus.  In  his  left 
hand  he  carried  a  small  suit  case;  in  the  other  he  clutched  his  ticket.  Hat  drawn 
down  over  his  eyes,  he  entered  the  bus,  taking  his  seat  at  the  very  back. 

Behind  him,  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before,  the  West  Dayton  Bank  had 
been  robbed.  That  news  would  spread  all  over  the  country  at  the  end  of  another 
hour,  he  figured.  Boy  !  what  a  haul  for  a  lone  man  !  Jimmy  always  worked 
alone — always  had,  as  far  back  as  his  career  could  be  traced.  Fifty  grand,  clean 
as  a  whistle  ! 

"Lemme  see,"  he  murmured  to  himself,  "first  stop  in  forty  minutes.  Accord- 
in'  to  th'  schedule,  there'll  be  another  bus  leavin'  south  in  forty-three  minutes — 
three  minutes  to  get  me  a  ticket  changed,"  he  mused,  " — three  minutes — it's  a 
cinch  !" 

If  he  could  pull  this  off,  it'd  be  the  biggest  job  of  his  life.  Something  he'd 
been  waiting  for  a  long  time.  Now  the  chance  had  come.  No  messin'  about  like 
the  last  time.  Fifty  grand  was  a  helluva  lot  of  money  to  lose1  sight  of,  especially 
these  days  of  unemployment  and  breadlines.  Jimmy  absently  studied  the  profile 
of  the  man  in  grey  .  .  .  the  one  he  had  bumped  into  .  .  .  then  turning  toward  the 
window  again,  he  watched  the  lights  as  the  bus  sped  through  the  night.  Once 
he  heard  the  scream  of  a  siren — but  he  didn't  make  the  least  movement.  It  was 
only  a  fire  engine.  Jimmy  knew  the  difference.  The  police  sirens  were  shriller, 
more  commanding. 

Dead  on  schedule,  the  bus  pulled  into  the  Centralia  depot.  A  few  of  the 
passengers  got  out  to  stretch  their  legs,  or  to  change  buses.  Jimmy  sauntered  out 
as  nonchalantly  as  he  could.  It  was  kind  of  hard  when  you  were  excited.  Two 
police  officers  stood  near  the  entrance  to  the  depot,  conversing  rapidly.  Jimmy 
entered  through  the  side  door.  No  chances  this  time.  He  might  be  recognized. 
Ten  to  one  the  news  had  got  this  far  by  now.  Yeh — there  it  was  now — a  news- 
boy yelling  "Extry  !    Extry  !" 

Bag  in  hand,  he  bought  a  copy,  while  he  had  his  ticket  changed.  Three 
minutes  later  he  boarded  the  south  bound  bus. 

The  two  men  in  front  of  him  also  had  a  paper.  Jimmy  opened  his  and 
heaved  a  sigh.  The  extra  was  full  of  a  kidnapping  case  out  west  in  L.  A.  He 
knew  the  gang.  The  paper  said  it  was  probably  Kid  Clendon  who  had  handled 
the  job.  Jimmy  knew  better.  The  Kid  had  cleared  out  for  points  east,  and  was 
probably  cooling  his  heels  in  Pittsburgh,  or  south — as  far  as  the  S.  S.  men  or  the 
underworld  knew,  anyhow. 

What  a  break  !  The  public  eye  would  be  focussed  on  L.  A.  Things  couldn't 
have  turned  out  better.    Fifty  grand  .  .  .  Jimmy  hummed  to  himself. 

The  bus  roared  on,  until  miles  rather  than  hours  marked  the  time  as  they 
flew  through  village  after  village.    All  of  the  passengers  were  dozing  now.  He, 


|  Page  Fifty-Six] 


The  Qvaigdavvoch 


himself,  was  fighting  off  sleep.  At  the  next  stop  he'd  get  a  cup  of  coffee.  That'd 
keep  him  awake.  He  glanced  at  his  watch  .  .  .  Gosh,  the  time  had  flown  !  In 
fifteen  minutes  he'd  be  at  his  destination  ...  it  was  just  the  place  for  a  hideout 
— off  the  main  traffic  lanes,  too. 

Jimmy  took  out  a  cigarette  and  lit  it.  Fingers  not  trembling  a  bit — that's 
what  training  did  for  you.  You  had  to  have  some  iron  nerve  in  this  game.  The 
smoke  tasted  good,  too — kind  of  freshened  you  up  after  a  long  day. 

The  cigarette  was  but  a  half  inch  long  when  the  bus  came  to  a  jerking  halt. 
Passengers  woke  with  a  start,  rubbing  their  eyes  in  the  bright  lights.  Jimmy 
noticed  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  that  the  man  in  grey  was  getting  off  here. 
Suppose  he  was — ?  But  he  banished  the  thought  from  his  mind.  He  was 
getting  excited  again.  He'd  have  to  go  through  with  it  now  at  all  costs.  They'd 
be  stopping  the  bus  routes  soon. 

He  fought  off  the  excitement  by  stretching  lazily.  Then,  standing  up,  he 
reached  amongst  the  suitcases  and  bundles  in  the  baggage  rack. 

Somebody  grabbed  his  shoulder,  as  he  lifted  out  a  small  black  valise. 
"Hey,  you — that  there  bag's  mine." 

Jimmy  wheeled  and  came  face  to  face  with  the  man  in  grey. 

"Yeh? — so  it  is — I  musta  thought  it  was  mine.  Nice  little  bag,  that."  He 
patted  the  suitcase  admiringly,  "mighty  useful  size,  too." 

"So  what?    C'mon,  and  quit  stalling.    I'm  in  a  hurry." 

Jimmy  paid  no  attention. 

" — it's  the  kind  lawyers  use  to  carry  money  and  bonds  in — ain't  it?  You 
wouldn't  be  packin'  any  about,  would  ya?" 

"No,  I  wouldn't — and  what's  it  to  ya,  anyhow?" 

Jimmy's  eyes  narrowed.  "You  wouldn't  be  packin'  fifty  grand  round, 
would  ya  .  .  .  Mister  Kid  Clendon  .  .  .  Hey,  officer  !"  he  called  a  policeman 
standing  at  the  bus  door,  "if  ya  open  this  mug's  bag  here,  y'll  find  a  lotta  dough 
that's  missin'  from  the  West  Dayton  Bank.  I've  been  tailing  this  guy  all  the 
way.  Yeh — I'm  alone.  What — Federal? — naw,  West  Dayton  Police — yeh, 
always  work  alone — avoids  suspicion." 

— John  Aldous. 
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Financial  Report 


A  brief  provisional  outline  of  the  financial  standing  of  the  Alma  Mater 
Society  for  the  session  1  937-38  is  submitted  herewith: 

Balance  brought  forward 

Savings  Account..   $3  9  3.00 

Current  Account   128.13 


An  amount  of  $5,  included  in  the  fees  paid  by  the  student  (this  session 
— 214))  is  allocated  as  follows 

1.  Annual  Fund   $1.00 

2.  Handbook  Fund    .5  0 

3.  Accident  Fund   .50 

4.  General  Fund   _.   3.00 


The  following  grants  have  been  made 

1.  Library  $50.00 

2.  International  Relations  Club   5  0.00 

3.  Badminton  Club   50.00 

4.  Furniture  for  Men's  and  Women's 

Commons   —   45.50 

5.  Winnipeg  Conference   37.50 


Of  the  dances  held  to  date  (March  22,  193  8),  the  Varsity  Tea  Dance  alone 
showed  a  credit  balance. 


The  College  Play  showed  a  favorable  profit. 

Other  accounts  of  the  A.  M.  S.  show  the  following  balances: 


1.  Athletics   Dr.  $118.75 

2.  Office  expenses  Dr.  27.12 

3.  Parents'  Reception   Dr.  .07 

4.  Christmas  Cards   Dr.  8.30 

5.  General    Expenses  Dr.  80.00 

6.  Pennants   Cr.  .40 

7.  Pins   Dr.  3.75 

8.  Players*    Reception  Dr.  15.00 

9.  Stationery   Cr.  .40 

10.  Annual  Banquet   Dr.  61.00 

11.  Annual  Dance   Dr.  1  1.00 


Gerald  E.  White, 
Treasurer, 

Students'  Council. 
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The  Tables  Turned 

EDITOR  OF  THE  CRAIGDARROCH  (Once  a  humble  First-Year)  : 

"Bearing  in  mind  the  date  at  which  the  periodical  goes  to  press,  write  a  short 
exposition  of  some  aspect  of  life  in  South  Africa,  based  on  your  own  experience." 

Assistant-Professor  of  English,  on  leave-of -absence  from  professional 

duties : 

"An  overnight  train  journey  from  any  point  within  the  Union  of  South 
Africa  brings  the  traveller  into  a  different  world;  from  the  spectacular  mountains 
and  sea-coast,  flowering  gum-trees  and  loaded  grape-vines  of  the  Cape  Peninsula, 
to  the  treeless,  semi-desert  spaces,  tufted  with  Karoo-bush,  and  broken  by  low 
Kopjes,  of  the  Great  Karoo.  Another  night  of  desperate  and  puffing  climbing 
by  the  locomotive,  and  this  traveller  is  in  the  Free  State,  where,  at  an  altitude 
of  over  4,000  feet,  he  counts  himself  King  of  infinite  space,  of  earth  and  sky, 
in  the  Veld. 

Here,  in  the  early  mornings,  the  fortunate  visitor  to  a  farm  of  3,000  acres 
or  more,  rides  out  with  the  master  of  these  acres  to  supervise  the  ploughing  of 
his  "lands"  by  six  or  more  teams  of  twelve  oxen  each,  urged  on  with  long  whips 
and  strange  cries  by  native  "boys".  And  the  visitor,  riding  a  circuit  of  perhaps 
seven  miles  to  follow  the  work  of  the  farm,  sees  long  lines  of  blue  mountains,  wave 
behind  wave,  glowing  on  the  far-distant  horizon,  and  says,  in  delighted  antici- 
pation: "Basutoland — and  I  am  going  there  !" 

A  drive  of  25  miles  or  so  over  the  Veld,  and  we  are  at  the  border  station, 
guarded  by  an  imposing  native  policeman,  who  grants  admittance,  not  under  the 
symbol  of  the  orange,  white  and  blue  flag  of  the  Union,  but  of  the  Union  Jack, 
which  flies  over  his  station,  for  Basutoland  is  a  Native  Protectorate,  administered 
from  England  as  a  Crown  Colony.  Now  we  are  in  a  different  world,  geographi- 
cally as  well  as  politically,  for  the  curving  plains  of  the  Veld  have  suddenly  given 
way,  at  the  banks  of  the  Cornetspruit  which  forms  the  boundary,  to  the  moun- 
tains which  make  up  all  of  Basutoland,  and  which  largely  explain  why  the  Bas- 
otho,  unlike  many  of  the  native  nations  of  South  Africa,  were  never  conquered 
by  Tchaka's  Zulu  hordes. 

We  are  in  a  new  world  in  time  or  rather,  in  an  old  one,  for  the  contemporary 
world  has  clean  disappeared.  Here  the  Basotho  live  much  as  they  have  always 
done,  in  villages  of  from  ten  to  twenty  huts,  expertly  constructed  of  stone,  with 
cone-shaped,  thatched  roofs;  the  villages,  even  from  a  short  distance,  merging 
almost  invisibly  into  the  slopes  of  the  mountains.  The  Mosotho  living  under 
the  rule  of  the  Paramount  Chief,  and  of  chiefs  of  lesser  rank,  plants  a  few  mealies, 
which  his  women-folk  hoe  and  reap,  keeps  a  few  goats  and  sheep,  and  some- 
times as  many  as  100  cattle,  in  which  he  counts  his  wealth.  His  wool  and  sur- 
plus mealies  he  trades  for  such  products  of  the  Machine  Age  as  the  bright  and 
strongly  patterned  blanket,  which  he  wears  with  such  dignity  and  grace,  riding 
over  the  mountains  on  his  strong  and  plucky  pony,  or  striding  along  the  valley. 

No  white  people  may  own  land  in  Basutoland,  and  the  few  who  live  there 
are  chiefly  traders,  like  our  host  at  Maphutseng,  whose  store  was  crowded  all 
day  with  talkative  customers,  gay  and  finely  dressed  men  and  women,  and  whose 
yard  was  filled  with  their  horses  and  donkeys. 

For  the  Bosotho  are  expert  horsemen,  as  anyone  who  has  seen  a  thirteen- 
year-old  urchin  galloping  bareback  down  an  almost  vertical  mountain-face  of 
smooth  rock,  can  testify.  And  failing  a  horse,  a  much  younger  rider  can  do 
wonders  on  the  back  of  a  cow,  briskly  cantering  along  the  path  that  skirts  his 
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high  mountain  village,  where  one  stumble  means  that  rider,  steed  and  dairy  come 
to  a  joint  end  on  the  rocks  at  the  foot  of  the  precipice. 

The  traveller,  toiling  and  panting  up  these  mountain-sides  on  foot,  is  often 
put  to  shame  by  the  sight  of  a  Mosotho  woman,  striding  up  the  ascent  with  erect 
and  easy  carriage,  her  arms  swinging  at  her  sides,  while  on  her  head  she  balances 
a  large  water-pot,  which  she  has  filled  at  the  nearest  stream,  far  below  her  vil- 
lage. All  things  considered,  especially  this  steepness  of  mountain-side  and  the 
heat  of  the  sun,  it  is  best  to  trust  to  the  sure  feet  of  the  Lesotho  pony,  and  en- 
couraging to  reflect  that  a  special  method  of  saddling  prevents  saddle  and  rider 
from  preceding  him  during  steep  descents.  And  when  the  trust  is  complete, 
what  excitement  for  the  eye  there  is:  the  curving  lines  of  treeless  mountains  on 
the  horizon;  the  sculptured  masses  of  these  mountains  receding  into  the  dis- 
tance; the  colours  of  the  mountains,  and  of  nearer  boulders  and  rocks,  ranging, 
in  some  lights  from  glowing  red  to  still-glowing  tawny  sand  shades,  while  softer 
lights  pick  out  the  cool  greens  of  reeds  along  the  banks  of  streams,  and  of  the 
short  vegetation  which  does  nothing  to  blur  or  break  the  contours  of  the  moun- 
tain slopes,  treeless  except  for  a  few  wild  thorns,  and  the  sharp,  arrow-like  forms 
of  aloes  planted  around  the  villages.  Even  the  blazing  mid-day  sun  of  Summer 
cannot  fade  or  deaden  these  glowing,  changing  colours;  and  at  sunset,  before  the 
sudden  fall  of  darkness,  the  mountains  take  on  a  deeper  purple,  and  a  village,  for 
all  the  domesticity  of  boiling  pots  outside  the  huts,  becomes  in  this  light,  unreal 
and  fantastic;  the  huts  themselvqs  a  variation  of  the  boulders  and  mountain- 
faces  from  which  they  had  been  made." 

H.  R.  Humphrey, 

Stellenbosch.  C.  P., 

March  1,  1938. 


Guess  Who 

(With  apologies  to  all  College  Teams.) 
Of  all  the  men  in  College, 

Or  in  the  Hall  of  Fame, 
I  know  who  has  most  knowledge, 

But  I  cannot  tell  his  name. 

Of  all  the  letter  men  in  school, 
He's  the  best  in  all  the  games. 
I  know  that  he  is  no  one's  fool, 
But  I  cannot  mention  names. 

I  can  see  the  name  in  Neon  lights 

High  up  overhead, 
It  should  be  known,  give  him  his  rights, 

But  it  must  remain  unsaid. 

When  they  need  a  man  to  put  an  end 
To  war  and  noise  and  violence, 

I  should  really  nominate  my  friend, 
But  I  must  maintain  my  silence. 

This  secrecy  is  an  awful  shame, 

The  feeling  is  the  oddest, 
But  I  can't  disclose  the  name; 

I  can't  (for  I'm  too  modest) . 
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A  Student's  T^lightmare 

or  "Why  X  Is  An  Unknown  Quantity"  ...  or  "Utter  Nonsense." 
(Anyone  requiring  additional  titles,  please  call  at  the  office.) 

Like  all  good  propositions,  this  starts  out  with  X.  Let  X  be  the  student. 
The  first  scene  takes  place  in  X's  home  at  a  late  hour  in  the  evening  before  exams 
start. 

X's  father,  on  the  way  to  bed,  sticks  his  head  into  the  room: 
"Aren't  you  ever  going  to  bed?"  he  asks.  "I  never  saw  you  so  studious  before. 
Why  the  sudden  burst  of  energy?" 

"The  exams  start  tomorrow,  and  Mother  would  insist  on  my  fixing  the 
vacuum  cleaner  before  I  started  to  study." 

"She  could  have  got  someone  else  to  fix  it.  It  doesn't  work  any  better 
now  than  it  did  before,"  said  X's  father,  as  he  shut  the  door. 

After  applying  himself  to  his  studies  more  assiduously  than  he  had  done  for 
many  a  week,  X  retired  to  bed.  Whether  it  was  the  bad  effect  upon  his  mind  of 
so  much  unaccustomed  study,  I  cannot  say,  but,  at  any  rate,  his  dreams  that 
night  were  most  peculiar. 

He  found  himself  in  the  locker  room,  looking  for  his  key.  "My  key,  lost 
the  long  year,"  he  lamented.  "Only,"  he  thought,  a  moment  later,  "it  can't  be 
as  bad  as  all  that,  or  how  would  I  ever  have  got  anything  out  of  my  locker?" 
He  could  not  tell  how  he  ever  found  the  key;  he  only  knew  that  the  next  moment 
he  had  it. 

A  few  moments  later  he  found  himself  in  the  lecture  room.  Apparently  they 
were  to  have  a  maths,  test,  judging  by  the  questions  on  the  board.  X  soon 
found,  however,  that  these  were  not  ordinary  questions.  The  words  and  figures 
would  not  stay  in  their  places,  but  constantly  moved  over  to  pay  visits  to  other 
words  or  figures,  so  that  poor  X  could  not  decide  whether  he  was  looking  at 
the  point  P  or  the  point  Q,  as  he  was  sure  they  had  been  in  different  places 
a  moment  before.  After  some  ten  minutes  of  failure  to  make  any  sense  out  of 
this  jumble,  X  became  a  little  annoyed. 

"Why  do  they  keep  moving  around  like  that?"  he  asked,  aloud,  forgetting, 
in  his  exasperation,  that  he  was  supposed  to  be  writing  an  exam. 

"Because  it's  inherent  in  the  protoplasm,"  said  a  mysterious  voice  at  his  el- 
bow.   "We  don't  know  why  they  do;  we  only  know  that  they  do." 

X  looked  about  for  the  owner  of  the  voice,  but  could  see  nobody. 

"Choose  one  that  seems  quiescent,"  suggested  the  voice. 

Upon  trying  to  take  this  advice,  X  found  to  his  surprise,  a  question  in  which 
the  figures  did  not  seem  to  be  moving  nearly  so  fast  as1  the  others.  But  still  his 
efforts  were  unsuccessful. 

"This  looks  easy  enough.  Why  can't  I  solve  this  problem?"  said  X,  still 
speaking  aloud. 

"Because  it's  insoluble  in  water;  therefore  it's  insoluble  in  your  head;  there- 
fore— " 
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"I  suppose  you  mean  I'm  all  wet,"  interrupted  X.  "I  wish  you'd  help  us  with 
this  question,  or  at  least  show  yourself,  instead  of  making  a  lot  of  fool  re- 
marks." 

X  had  no  recollection  of  handing  in  his  paper,  or  of  moving  from  his  place; 
nevertheless  he  found  himself  waiting  for  a  lecture  in  what  he  was  sure  was  a 
different}  room. 

The  door  opened,  and  in  stalked  a  huge  purple  emu  with  green  tail  feathers, 
and  took  up  its  stand  before  the  class. 

"Madame  is  still  correcting  your  essays,"  it  squawked,  "so  she  has  sent  me 
to  see  what  I  can  do  with  you.    Qu'est-ce  que  vous  avez  prepare?" 

The  bird  looked  at  X,  so  that  he  felt  sure  it  expected  an  answer  from  him. 
But  he  could  think  of  nothing  to  say,  and,  after  a  desperate  attempt,  ended  by 
saying  nothing  at  all.     Which  was  what  he  had  prepared. 

"Oh,  you  lazy  lot,"  screeched  the  emu.  "  'Magnanimous  hippopotamus  !' 
Decline  that." 

X  looked  at  it  helplessly.  Yes,  it  meant  him,  all  right. 

"What  is  it?  Masculine,  or  neutral?"  he  thought  desperately,  and  he 
started  off — 

"Magnanimous  hippopatamus, 
Magsnanimi  hippopotomi, 
Magsmanasmoh  hittopotomoh, 
Mag'sman's  hitthebottum — " 
"Stop  !"  screamed  the  emu.    "Who  told  you  that?     Failed  !  Departez." 

X  was  only  too  glad  to  obey.  Then  he  found  himself  in  the  Bi.  Lab.  As 
there  seemed  to  be  no  instructor,  X  wandered  about  with  several  other  students, 
wondering  what  to  do. 

"Might  as  well  read  my  lab.  sheet,"  he  thought. 

'Secure  a  large  specimen,'  it  read.     'Mount,  and  examine  under  high-gear. 

When  he  had  secured  one  and  mounted  it,  he  found  that  it  looked  rather  like 
an  amoeba.  Yet,  the  more  he  looked  at  it,  the  more  it  resembled  a  microscopic 
vacuum  cleaner. 

'Make  a  large  drawing,  showing  clearly  the  following,'  read  the  sheet. 

"I  wish  it  were  a  bit  clearer,"  thought  X.  "I  can't  make  out  whether  the 
word  is  'Vacuum'  or  'Vacuole'." 

The  next  line  was  plainer,  however. 

'Also  show  pseudopium  (for  ingesting  dust  particles,  etc.)  and  flagellum 
(for  attaching  to  sea  bottom,  wall-plugs,  etc.)'. 

"I  didn't  think  an  amoeba  had  a  flagellum,"  said  X.  "But  whether  it  has 
or  not,  I  suppose  I  have  to  draw  the  thing." 

But  when  he  looked  at  the  specimen  again,  it  seemed  to  be  fading  and  getting 
smaller,  as  if  it  were  going  further  and  further  away. 

"I  must  be  looking  at  it  through  the  wrong  end  of  the  microscope  of  time," 
thought  X.    "Luckily  for  me,"  he  added,  "as  now  I  can't  draw  it." 
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"Hurry  up,  you  lazy  fellow  !  You'll  be  late,"  shouted  X's  father,  pound- 
ing on  the  door. 

"Gosh,  what  a  dream  !'*  ejaculated  X.  "What  excuse  can  I  think  up  so 
as  not  to  go?     I  don't  want  to  go  to  a  place  like  that." 

Without  much  research,  he  found  an  excuse.  In  fact,  he  has  not  been  back 
since.  Which  may,  or  may  not,  account  for  the  fact  that  we  unfortunates  who 
take  Maths,  can  never  find  X. 

Maureen  Evans 
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